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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Before Leonato's house.

Enter LEONATO, HERO, BEATRICE, and.
others., with a Messenger.

Leon. I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of
Arragon comes this night to Messina.
Mess. He is very near by this ; he was not three

leagues off, when I left him,
Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this

action ?

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.
Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever

brings home full numbers. I find here, that Bon
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young
Florentine, called Claudio.

Aless. Much deserved on his part, and equally
remembered by Don Pedro: He hath borne him-
self beyond the promise of his age ; doing,, in the
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, in-
deed, better bettered expectation, than you must
expect of me to tell you how.
Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be

very much glad of it.

Mess. I have already delivered him letters^ and
there appears much joy in him ; eveni so much,
that joy could not show itself modest enough with-
out a badge of bitterness.

Leon . Did he break out into teai-s ?

Mess. In great measure.
Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : There are

no faces truer than those, that are so washed. How
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy
weeping

!
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Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned
from the wars, or no ?

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; shere
was none such in the army of any sort.

Leon. What is he, that you ask for, niece?
Hero. Mycousin means signior Benedick of Padua.
Mess. O, he is returned ; and as pleasant as ever

he was.
Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and

challenged Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle's

fool reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid,
and challenged him at the bird-bolt.—I pray you,
how many hath he killed and eaten in these wars ?

But how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I pro-
mised to eat ail of his killing.

Leon, Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too

much ; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these

wars.
Beat, You had musty victual, and he hath holp

to eat it: he is a very valiant ' trencher-man, he
hath an excellent stomach.

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ;—But what
is he to a lord ?

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed

with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a

stuffed man : but for the stuffing,—Well, we are

all mortal.
Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there

is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick
and her : they never meet, but there is a skirmish I

of wit between them.
Beat, Alas, he gets nothing by- that. In our last !

conflict four of his five wits went halting off, and
now is the whole man governed with one : so that

if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let

him bear it for a difference between himself and his
I

horse ; for it is all the wealth, that he hath left, to

be known a reasonable creature.—Who is his com-
j

panion now T He hath every month a new sworn
brother.

Mess. Is it possible ?

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith

but as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with

the next block.
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Mess, I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your
books.

Seat. No : an He were, I would burn my study.
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there
no young squarer now, that will make a voyage
with him to the devil ?

Mess. He is most in the company of the right
noble Claudio.

Seat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a
disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence,
and the taker runs presently mad. God help the
noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, it

will cost him a thousand pound, ere he be cured.
Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady.
Seat. Do, good friend.

Leon. You will never run mad, niece.

Beat. No, not till a hot January.
Afess. Don Pedro is approached.

Enter Don PEDRO, attended by BALTHAZAR
and oikers, Don JOHN, CLAUDIO, and BE-
NEDICK.
D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come

to meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is

to avoid cost, and you encounter it,

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the
likeness of your grace : for trouble being gone,
comfort should remain

;
but, when you depart from

me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave.
D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too will-

ingly.—J think this is your daughter.
Zeon. Her mother hath many times told me so.
Bene. Were youin doubt, sir, thatyou asked her ?

Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you
a child.

S. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick: we may
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly,
the lady fathers herself:—Be happy, lady! for you
are like an honourable father.

Sene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina,
as like him as she is.

I Seat. I wonder, that you will still be talking,
signior Benedick

;
nobody marks you.

t Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet
i living ?

Seat. Is it possible, disdain should die^, while
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she hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Be-

nedick? Courtesy itself must convert to disdain,

if you come in her presence.

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat:—But it is

certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted :

and I would I could find in my heart, that I had

not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none.

Beat. A dear happiness to women
;
they would

else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I

thank God, and my cold blood, I am of your hu-
mour for that ; I had rather hear my dog bark at a

crow, than a man swear he loves me.
Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind !

so some gentleman or other shall 'scape a predes-

tinate scratched face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an

'twere such a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast

of yours.

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your

tongue ; and so good a continuer : But keep your

way o' God's name ; I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick : I

know you of old.

D. PediQ. This is the sum of all : Leonato,—
signior Claudio, and signior Benedick,—my dear

friend Leonato, hath invited you all. I tell him,

we shall stay here at tlie least a month
;
and he

heartily prays, some occasion may detain us longer :

I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his

heart.

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not he

forsworn.—Let me bid jrou welcome, my lord :

being reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe

you all duty.

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words,^

but I thank you.
Leon. Please it your grace lead on?

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go to-

gether. lE.veu7U all but Benedirk and Claudio.

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter

of signior Leonato
Bene. I noted her not ; hut I looked on her.

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ?

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man
should do, for my simple true judgment j or wauld
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you have me speak after my custom, as being a pro-
fessed tyrant to their sex ?

Claud. No, I pray thee speak in sober fudgment.
Bene.. Why, i' faith, methinks she is too low for

a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too
little for a great praise : only this commendation I
can afford her ; that were she other than she is,
she were unhandsome

; and being no other but as
she is, I do not like her.

Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport ; I pray
thee, tell me truly how thou likest her.
Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire

after her ? / i

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel?
Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak

you this with a sad brow? or do you play the
flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder,
and Vulcan a rare carpenter? Come, in what key
shall a man take you, to go in the song?

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady, that
ever I looked on.

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see
no such matter : there's her cousin, an she were
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in
beauty, as the first of May doth the last of De-
cember. But I hope, you have no intent to turn
husband

; have you ?

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had
sworn the contrary, if Hero would he my wife.
Bene. Is it come to this, i' faith ? Hath not the

world one man, but he will wear his cap with sus-
picion ? Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore
again? Go to i' faith; an thou wilt needs thrust
thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh
away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to
seek you.

Re-enter Don PEDKO.
D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that

you followed not to Leonato's?
Bene. I would your grace would constrain me

to tell.

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.
Bene. You hear, count Claudio : I can be secret

as a dumb man, I would have you think so : but
on my allegiance,—mark you this, on my allegi-
ance :—He is in love. With who ?—now that is
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your grace's part.—Mark, how short his answer

i<j
;—With Hero, Leonato's short daughter.

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered.

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : it is not so,

nor 'twas not so ; but, indeed, God forbid it should

be so.

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God
forbid it should be otherwise.

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is

very well worthy.
Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord.

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought.

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my
lord, I spoke mine.

Claud. That I love her, I feel.

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel, how she should be

loved, nor know, how she should be worthy, is the

opinion, that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will die

in it at the stake.

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretick

in the despite of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but

in the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her;

that she brought me up, I likewise give her mosl

("humble thanks : but that I will have a recheal

'winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in aa

invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me:

Because I wiU not do them the wrong to mistrust

any, I will do myself the right to trust none : and

the fine is, (for the which I may go the finer,) I

will live a bachelor.

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pal*

\vith love.

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger,

my lord ; not with love : prove, that ever I lose

more blood with love, than I will get again widi

drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad maker I

pen, and hang me up at the door of a brothel-house

for the sign of blind Cupid.

n. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from th«

faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a ca

and shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him b

clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam.
i
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D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try

;

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.

Benct The savage bull may ; but if evei- the sen-
sible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns,
and set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely

painted ; and in such great letters as they write,

Jlere is good horse to hire, let them signify under
my sign,

—

Here z/ou may see Benedick the married
man.

Claud, If this should ever happen, thou wouldst
be horn-mad.
D. Pedro. Nay^ if Cupid have not spent all his

quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then.

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with tha
hours. In the mean time, good siguior Benedick,
repair to Leonato's ; commend me to him, and tell

him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, he
hath made great preparation.
Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for

such an embassage ; and so I commit you—
Claud. To the tuition of God : From my house,

(if I had it,)—
D.Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend.

Benedick.
Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body of

your discourse is sometime guarded with fragments,
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither ;

ere you flout old ends any further, examine your
conscience ; and so I leave you. \_E.zit Benedick.

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me
good

.

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it but
how.

And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn
Any hard lesson, that may do thee good.

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord?
D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir :

Dost thou aftect her, Claudio ?

Claud. O my lord.

When you went onward on this ended action,

I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye.
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love : "

•

But now I am retum'd, and that war-thoughtt
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging soft and delicate desires,

34
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All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saving, I lik'd her, ere I went to wars.
D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently.

And tire the hearer with a hook of words :

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it;

And I will break with her, and with her father,

And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end.
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story?

Claud, How sweetly do you minister to love.
That know love's grief by his complexion !

But lest my liking might too sudden seem,
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise.

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader
than the flood ?

The fairest grant is the necessity;
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lov'st

;

And [ will fit thee with the remedy.
I know, we shall have revelling to-night

;

I will assume thy part in some disguise.
And tell fair Hero 1 am Claudio

;

And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart,
;

And take her hearing prisoner with the force

And strong encounter of my amorous tale :

1'hen, after, to her father will I break
;

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine :

Jn practice let us put it presently. \^E<i'eunt>

SCENE 11.

^ TOota in Leonato's house.

Kilter LEONATO and ANTONIO.
Leon. How now, brother? Where is my cousin,

your son? Hath he provided this musick'f

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I

can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed
not of.

Leon. Are they good ?

^nt. As the event stamps them; but they have

a good cover, they show well outward. The prince
and count Claudio, walking iu a thick-pleached
alley iu n>y ©rchard, were thus much overheard by
a. man of mine : The prince discovered to Claudio,
that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant
to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and, if ho
found her accordant, he meant to take the present
(ime by the lop, and instantly break with you of it.

^fCon, Hath the fellow any wit that teld you this ?
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j^nt. A good sharp fellow : I ^vill send for him,

and question him yourself.

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till

it appear itself:—but I will acquaint my daughter

withal, that she may be the better prepared for an
answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and
tell her of it. [Several persons cross the stage.'\

Cousins, you know what you have to do.—O, I cry

you mercy, friend
;

go you with me, and I will

use your skill :—Good cousins, have a care this

busy time. [E.zeunt.

SCENE III.

Another room in Leo7ialo's house.

Enter Dm JOHN and CONRADE.
Con. What the goujere, ray lord ! why are you

tlius out of measure sad ?

B.John. There is no measure in the occasion

that breeds it, therefore the sadness is without
limit.

Co7i. You should hear reason.

D. John. And, when X have heard it, what bless-

ing bringeth it?

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf-

ferance .

P. John. I wonder, that thou being (as thou

say'st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to

apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief.

I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad, when I

have cause, and smile at no -man's jests ; eat, when
I have stomach, and wait for no man's leisure

;

sleep, when I am drowsy, and tend to no man's
business

;
laugh when I am merry, and claw no

man in his humour.
Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show

of this, till you may do it without controlment.

You have of late stood out against your brother,

and he hath ta'en you newly into his grace ;
where

it is impossible you should take true root, but by
the fair weather that you make yourself : it is need-

ful that you frame the season for your own harvest.

D.John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge,

than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood

to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carrjage to

rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be said

to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denledj
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that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted
with a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog

;

therefore I have decreed not to sing in my cage •

If I had my mouLh, I would bite ; if I had my
liberty, I would do my liking : in the mean time,
let me be that 1 am, and seek not to alter me.

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ?

P'
John. I make all use of it, for I use it only.Who comes here ? What news, Borachio ?

Enter BORACHIO.
Bora. I came yonder from a great supper; the

prmce, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo-
nato

;
and I can give you intelligence of an in-

tended marriage.
D. John. Will it serve for any model to build

mischief on ! What is he for a fool, that betroths
himself to unquietness?

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand.
/>. John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio?
Bora. Even he.

p. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who ?
which way looks he ?

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of
Leonato.
D.Jokn. A very forward March-chick! How

came you to this 1

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and
Claudio, hand in hand, iu sad conference : I whipt
me behind the arras : and there heard it agreed
upon, that the prince should woo Hero for himself,
and having obtained her, give her to count Claudio.
D.John. Come, come, let us thither; this may

prove food to my displeasure : that young start-up
hath all the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross
him any way, I bless myself every way : You are
both sure, and will assist me?

Con. To the death, my lord.
D. John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer

is the greater, that I am subdued : 'Would the
cook were of my mind !—Shall we go prove wliat's
to be done ?

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship.
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ACT 11. SCENE I.

^ hall in Leonaio's house.

Enter LEONATO, ANTONIO, HERO,
BEATRICE, and others.

Leon. Was not count John here at supper?
j4nt. t saw him not.

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never
can see him, but I am heart-burned an hour after.

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition.

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick :

the one is too like an image, and says nothing;
and the other, too like my lady's eldest son, ever-
more tattling.

Leon. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in
count John's mouth, and half count John's melan-
choly in signior Benedick's face,—

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, xtocle,

and money enoui^h in his purse, such a man would
win any woman in the world,—if he could get her
good will,

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get

thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue.
j4nt. In faith, she is too curst.

Bent. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen

God's sending that way : for it is said, God sends
a curst cow short horns ; but to a cow too curst ha
sends none.

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send yott

no horns.
Beat. Just, if lie send me no husband; for the

which blessing I am at him on my knees every
morning and evening : Lord ! I could not endure a
husband with a heard on his face j I had rather

lie in the woollen.
Leon. You may light upon a husband that hath

no beard.
Beat. What should I do with him? dress him

in my apparel, and make him my waiting gentle-

woman? He, that hath a beard, is more than a

youth ; and he, that hath no beaid, is less than a
man : atid he that is more than a youth, is not for

me ; and he, that is less than a man, I am not for

him ; Tlierefore I will even take sixpence in earnest

of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell.
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Leon. Well then, go you into hell?
Bmt. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the

devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on
his head, and say. Get you to hti^ven, Beatrice, get
you to heaven ; here's no place for you inaids : so
deliver 1 up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for
the heavens ; he shows me where the bachelors
sit, and there live we as merry as the day is long.
^nt. Well, niece, [7b Bero-I 1 trust, you will

be ruled by your father.
Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make

courtesy, and say. Father, as it please you ;—but yet
for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow,
or else make another courtesy, and say. Father, as
it please rne.

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day
fitted with a husband.

Beat. Not till God make men of some other
metal than earth. Would it not gi-ieve a woman
to be over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust ?

to make an account of her life to a clod of wayward
marl ? No, uncle, I'll none : Adam's sons are my
brethren ; and truly, I hold it a sin to match in
my kindred.

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you: if

the prince do solicit you in that kind, you' know
your answer,

Beat. 'ITie fault will be in 4he music, cousin, if

you be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be
too important, tell him, there is measure in every
thing, and so dance out the answer. For hear me.
Hero

;
Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a

Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first

suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then comes
repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the
cinque-pace faster and faster, till he sink into his
grave

.

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly.
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle; 1 can see a

church day-light.
Leon. The revellers are entering; brother, make

good room.
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Enttr Don PEDRO, CLALTDIO, BENEDICK,
BALTHAZAR; Don JOHN, KORACHIO,
MARGARE'I', URSULA, and others, masked.

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about tt-ith your

friend ?

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and
say nothing, I am yours for the walk

;
and, espe-

cially, when 1 walk away.
D. Pedro. With me in your company?
Hero. I may say so, when I please.

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so?

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend>

the lute should be like the case

!

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within

the house is Jove.

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd.

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love.

[ Takes her aside.

Bene. Well, I would you did like me.
Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; for I

have many ill qualities.

Bene. Which is one ?

Marg. I say my prayers aloud.

Beyie. I love you tSe better ; the hearers may
cry( Amen.
'Marg. God match me with a good dancer!

Balth. Amen.
Marg. And God keep him out of my sight whea

the dance is done !—'Answer, clerk.

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answered.

Urs. I know you well enough
;
you are signior

Antonio.
y4nt. At a word, I am not.

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head.

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless

you were the very man : Here's his dry hand up
and down ;

you are he, you are he.

./}nt. At a word, I am not.

Urs. Come, come; do you think I do not know"

you by your excellent \vit? Can virtue hide itself?

Go to, mum, you are he : graces will appear, and

there's an end.
Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so?

^6726. No, you shall pardon me.
Bent, Nor wiil you not tell me who you are? '



16 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. Act 2,

Bene. Not now.
Beat. Th.a.t I was disdainful,—and that I hadmy good wit out of the Hundred merry Tales

Well, tins was signior Benedick, that said so
Bene. What's he ?

Beat. 1 am sure, you know him well enouah
Bene. Not I, believe me.
Beat. Did he never make you lau^-h?
Bene. I pray you, what is he ?

Beat . Why, he is the prince's jester : a very dull
fool

;
only his gift is in devising impossible slan-

ders : none but libertines delight in him ; and the
commendation is not in his wit, but in his villany -

for he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and
then they laugh at him, and beat him : I am sure
he is in the fleet ; I would he had boarded me.
Bene. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him

what you say.
Beat. Do, do: he'll but break a comparison or

two on me
;
which, peradveniure, not marked, or

not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy; and
then there's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool
will eat no supper that night. {Musick witkinAWe must follow the leaders.
Bene. In evary good thing.
Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

toem at the next turning.
\_Dance. Then e^'eunt all but Von John,

Borachio, and Claudio.
D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero,

and hath withdrawn her father to break with him
about it

:
The ladies follow her, and but one visor

remains.
Bora. And that is Claudio ; I know him by his

bearmg. ^

D- John. Are not you signior Benedick?
Claud. You know me well: 1 am he.

_
D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother

in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you
dissuade him from her, she is no equal for his
birth : you may do the part of an honest man in it.

Claud. How know you he loves her?
D. John. I heard him swear his affection.
Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would

marry her to-night.
D, John. Come, let us to the banquet.

.
[Si'eunt J). John and Bornehio.
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Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benediclf,

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.—
'Tis certain so ;—The prince woos for himself.

Friendship is constant in all other things.

Save in the office and affairs of love :

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ;

Let every eye negotiate for itself,

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch.

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.
This is an accident of hourly proof,

Which I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore. Hero

!

Re-enter BENEDICK.
Bene. Count Claudio ?

Claud. Yea, the same.
Bene. Come, will you go with me 7

Claud. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own

business, count. What fashion will you wear the
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer's
chain ? or under your arm, like'a lieutenant's scarf ?

You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got
your Hero.

Claud. I wish him joy of her.

Bene. Why, that's spoken like an honest drover;
so they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince
would have served you thus ?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.
Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man;

'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat

the post.

Claud. If it will not be. 111 leave you. lExii.
Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should
know me, and not know me ! The prince's fool !

—

Ha! it may be, I go under that title, because I

am meny.—Yea; but so ; I am apt to do myself
wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the

bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the world
into her person, and so gives me out. Well, I'll

be revenged as I may.

Re-enter Don PEDRO, HERO, and LEONATO.
D, Pedro. Now, signior, where's the count ; Did

you see him ?

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of

lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a
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lodge in a wan-en ) I told him, and, I think, I
j

told him true, that your grace had got the good
will of this young lady ; and I offered him my
company to a willow tree^ either to make him a

'

garland, as being forsaken, or to bind him up a

rod, as being worthy to be whipped.
D, Pedro. To be whipped! Wbat's his fault?
Bene. The flat transgression of a sohool-boy;

who, being overjey'd with finding a bird's nest,

shows it his companion, and he steals it.

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ?

The transgression is in the stealer,

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland
he might have worn himself; and the rod he might
have bestow'd ou you, who, as I take it, have stolen
his bird's nest.

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and re-

store them to the owner.
Bene. If their singing ans%ver your saying, by my

faith, you say honestly.

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to

you ; the gentleman, that danced with her, told her,
she is much wronged by you.

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of

a block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it,

would have answered her
;
my very visor began to

assume life, and scold with her : She told me, not
thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince's

jester ; that I was duller than a great thaw ; hud-
dling jest upon jest, with such impossible convey-
ance, upon me, that I stood like a man at a mark,
with a whole army shooting at me : She speaks
poniards, and every word stabs : if her breath were
as terrible as her terminations, there were no living

near her, she would infect to the north star. I

would not marry her, though she were endowed
with all that Adam had left him before he trans-
gressed : she would have made Hercules have
turned spit

;
yea, and have cleft his club to make

the fire too. Come, talk not of her ; you shall find
her the infernal Atfc in good apparel. 1 would to

God, some scholar would conjure her
;

for, cer-
tainly, wliile she is here, a man may live as quiet
in liell, as in a sanctuary ; and people sin upon
purpose, because they would go thither

; so, indeed,
all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follftw her..
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Re-enter CLAUDIO and BEATRICE.

D. Pedro. Look, here .she comes.
Bene. Will your grace command me any service

to the world's end ? I mil go on the slightest

errand now to the Antipodes, that you can devise

to send me on ;. I will fetch you a tooth-piclcer now
from the farthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length

of Prester John's foot ; fetch you a hair off the
great Cham's beard ; do you any embassage to the

pigmies, rather than hold three words' conference

with this harpy : You have no employment for me ?

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company.
Bene. O God, sir, here's a dish I love not ; 1

cannot endure my lady Tongue. [^Ka'U.

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come
;
you have lost the

heart of signior Benedick.
Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while;

and I gave him use for it, a double heart for his

single one : marry, once before, he won it of me
wi^ false dice, therefore your grace may well say,

I have lost it.

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you
have put him down.

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord,

lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek.

Pedro. Why, how now, count? wherefore are

you sad ?

Claud. Not sad, my lord.

D. Pedro. How then ? Sick ?

Claud. Neither, my lord.

Be.at. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor

merry, nor well : but civil, count; civil as an
orange, and something of that jealous complexion.

D. Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be

true; though, I'll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit

is false. Hei-e, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name,
and fair Hero is won ; 1 have broke with her father,

and his good will obtained ; name the day of mar-
riage, and God give thee joy!

Leon> Count, take of me my daughter, and with
her my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,
and all grace say Amen to it

!

Bent. Speak, count, 'tis your cue.

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I

wera but little happy, if I cauld say how much.—
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Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange.

Beai. Speak, cousin; or, if you caimot, stop his
mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither.
B. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry

heart. '

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it

keeps on the windy side of care :—My cousin tells
him in his ear, that he is in her heart.

Claud. And so she doth, cousin.
Beat. Good lord, for alliance !—Thus goes every

one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned; I
may sit in a corner, and cry, heigh ho ! for a hus-
band.
B. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. ;

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's
getting : Hath your grace ne'er a brother like youT
Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could
come by them.
B. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ?

Beat. No, ray lord, uniless I might have another
for working-days

;
your grace is too costly te wear

every day :—But, I beseech your grace, pardon me;
I was born to speak all mirth, and no matter.
D, Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to

be merry best becomes you
;

for, out of question,
you were bom in a merry liour.

Beai. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'd ; but
then there was a star danced, and under that was
I bom.—Cousins, God give you joyt
Leon, Niece, will you look to those things T told

you of?
Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your grace's

pardon. lEa.'U Beatrice.
D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady.
Leon. 'ITiere's little of the melancholy element iu

her, ray lord : she is nevev sad, but wlten she
sleeps

;
and not ever sad then ; for I have heard

my daughter say, she hath often dreamed of un-
happiness, and waked herself with laughing.

B. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a
husband.

Leon. O, by no means ; she raocks all her wooers
out of suit.

B.Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick.
Leon. O lord, my lord, if they were but a week

married, they would talk themselves mad.
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D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go
to church ?

Claud. To-moiTow, my lord : Time goes on
crutches, till love have all his rites.

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is

hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too,
to have all things answer my mind.
D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a

breathing ; but. I warrant thee, Claudio, the time
sliall not go dully by us ; I will, in the interim,
undertake one of Hercules' labours ; which is, to
bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into

a mountain of affection, the one with the other. I

would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but
to fashion it, if you three will but minister such
assistance as I shall give you direction.

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me
ten nights* watehings.

Claud. And I, my lord.

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero?
Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to

help my cousin to a good husband.
D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the xmhopefullest

husband, that I know : thus far can I praise him

;

he is of a noble strain, of approved valour, and con-
firmed honesty, I will teach you how to humour
your cousin, that she shall fall in love with Bene-
dick :—and I, with your two helps, will so practise
on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit and
his queasy stomach, he shall fall in love with
Beatrice. If "we can do this, Cupid is no longer an
archer ; his glory shall be ours, for we are the only
love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my
drift. {^E.veuni.

SCENE II.

jinother room in Leonaio's house.

Enter Don JOHN and BORACHIO.
D. John. It is so; the count Claudio shall marry

tlie daughter of Leonato.
Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will
be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to

him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his affection,

ranges evenly mth mine. How canst thou cross
this marriage?
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Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly,

that no dishonesty shall appear in me.
D. John. Show me briefly how.
Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since,

how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the

waiting-gentlewoman to Hero,
D, John. I. remember.
Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the

night, appoint her to look out at her tady's cham-
ber-window.
D. John. What life Is in that, to be the death of

Jthis marriage?
Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper.

Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell

him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying
the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do you

mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a

D. John. What proof shall I make of that?
Born. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex

Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look
you for any other issue ?

'

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour
any thing, '

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that

you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal

both to the prince and Claudio, as—in love of your

brother's honour, who hath made this match ; and

his friend's reputation, who is thus like to be

rozened with the semblance of a maid,—that you

have discovered thus. They will scarcely believe

this without trial : offer them instances ; which
shall bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her

chamber-window; hear me call Margaret, Hero;
hear Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them
to see this, the very night before the intended wed-
ding : for, in the mean time, I will so fashion the

matter, that Hero shall be absent; and there shall

appear such seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, that

jealousy shall be call'd assurance, and all the pre-

paration overthrown.
D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can,

I ivill put it in practice : Be cunning in the working
.this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats.

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and mjr

funning shall not shame me.
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D. John. I will presently go learn their day of
marriage. \^Es.'etcnt.

SCENE m.
Leonato's garden

.

Enter BENEDICK and a Ooy.

Bene. Boy,

—

Boy, Signior.

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book
;
bring

it hither to me in the orchard.
But/. I am here already, sir.

Bene. I know that ;—but I would have thee hence,
and here again. {Ea'it Boy.}—I do much wonder,
that one man, seeing how much another man is a
fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will,
after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in
others, become the argument of his omi scorn, by
falling in love : And such a man is Claudio, I have
known, when there was no musick with him but the
drum and the fife ; and now had he rather hear the
tabor and the pipe : I have known, when he would
have walked ten mile afoot, to see a good armour;
and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the
fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak
plain, and to the pui'pose, like an honest man, and
a soldier; and now is he turn'd orthographer ; his
words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many
strange dishes. May I be so converted, and see
with these eyes? 1 cannnot tell; I think not: I
will not be sworn, but love may transform me to
an oyster; but I'll take my oath on it, till he have
made an oyster of me, he shall never make me
such a fool. One woman is fair; yet I am well :

another is wise
; yet I am well : another virtuous

;

yet 1 am well : but till all graces be in one woman,
one woman shall not come in my grace. Rich she
shall be, that's certain

;
wise, or I'll none ; virtuous,

or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or I'll never look
on her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not
I for an angel ; of good discourse, an excellent mu-
sician, and her hair shall be of what colour it please
God, Ha! the prince and monsieur Love! I will
hide me in the arbour. {^fi'ltkdraws.

Enter Dun PEDRO, LEONATO, and CLAUDIO,
D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this wiusick?
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Claud. Yea, ray good lord :—How still the

evening is.

As hushed on purpose to grace harmony!
Z>. Pedro. See you where Benedick haSh hid

himself ?

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the musick ended,

We'll fit the kid fox with a penny-worth.

Enter BALTHAZAR, with musick.

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that song

again.

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice

To slander musick any more than once.

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency.

To put a strange face on his own perfection :

—

X pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing:

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit

To her he thinks not worthy
;
yet he woos ;

Yet will he swear, he loves.

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come:
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument.
So it in notes.

Balth. Note this before my notes.

There's not a note of mine, that's worth the

noting.

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets, that he

speaks

;

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! [Musich.

Bene. Now, Divine air .' now is his soul ravished !

—Is it not strange, that sheeps* guts should hale

souls out of men's bodies ?—Well, a horn for my
money, when all's done.

BALTHAZAR sings.

I.

Balth. Sigh no move, ladies, sigh no more.
Men were deceivers ever

;

One foot in sea, and one on shore
j

To one thing constant never :

Then sigh not so.

But let them go,

And be you blithe and bonny
;

Converting all your sounds of wo»
Into, Hey nonny, nonny.
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II.

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo
Of dumps so dull and heavy

;

The fraud of men was ever so.

Since summer first was leavy.

Then sigh not so, &c.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.
Baltk. And an ill singer, my lord.

D. Pedro. Ha ! no
;
no, faith ; thou singest well

enough for a shift.

Bene. \_^side.'] An he had lieen a dog, that
should have howled thus, they would have hanged
Mm : and, I pray God, his bad voice bode no mis-
chief ! I had as lief have heard the night-raven,
come what plague could have come after it.

D. Pedro. Yea, marry
;
[I'o Claudia.'] —Dost thou

hear, Balthazar? I pray thee, get ua some excellent

musick : for to-morrow night we would have it at
the lady Hero's chamber-window

.

Balth. The best I can, my lord.

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [EAXunt Balthazar
nnd musick.'] Come hither, Leouato : What wa»
it .you told me of to-day ? that your niece Beatrice
was in love with signior Benedick?

Claud. O, ay :—Stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits.

^Aside to Pedro.l I did never think that lady would
have loved any man.

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful,
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom
she hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to

abhor.
Bene. Is't possible? Sits the wind in that corner ?

Zeon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what
to think of it ; but that she loves him with an en-
raged affection,—it is past the infinite of thought.

£>. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit.

Claud. 'Faith, 'like enough.
Leon. O God! counterfeit! There never waB

counterfeit of passion came so near the life of pas-
sion, as she discovers it.

D.Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she?
Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fiah will bite.

[^Aside,

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you,—
- You heard my daughter tell you how.
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Claud, She did, indeed.
li. Pedro. How, how, I pray you 7 You amaze

me : I would have thought her spirit had been in-

vincible against all assaults of affection.

Leoa. I would have sworn it had, my lord;
especially against Benedick.
Bene. \_^side.'\ I should think this a gull, but

that the white-Bearded fellow speaks it : knaveiy
cannot, sure, hide himself in such reverence.

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up.
\_/isids.

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to

Benedick ?

Leon. No; and swears she never will : that's her
torment.

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed : so your daughter says :

Shall I, says she, that have so oft encountered him
with scorn, write to him, (hat I love him ?

Leon. This says she now, when she is beginning
to write to him : for she'll be up twenty times a

night ; and there will she sit in her smock, till she

have writ a sheet of paper :—my daughter tells us

all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re-

member a pretty jest your daughter told us of.

Leon. O !—When she had writ it, and was read-

ing it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice be-

tween the sheet?

—

Claud. That.
Leon. O ! she tore the letter into a thousand

half-pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so

immodest to write to one that she knew would flout

her: / measure him, says she, by my own spirit;

for I should flout him, if he writ to me ;
r/ea, though I

love him, /should.
Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls,

weeps, sobs, heats her heart, tears her hair, prays,
curses;

—

0 sweet Benedick/ (rod give me patience!
Leon. She doth indeed

;
my daughter says so:

and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that

my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des-

perate outrage to herself; It is very true.

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it

by some other, if she will not discover it.

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a

-Bpovt of it, and torment the poor lady worse.
£}. Pedro. An he shouJ.d, it >vere an alms to hapg
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him : She's an e-tcellent sweet lady
; and, out of

all suspicion, she is virtuous.
Claud. And she is exceeding wise.
U. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick.
Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating

in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that
blood hath the victory. I am sorry for her, as I
have just cause, being her uncle and her guardian.

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage
on me

; I would have daff'd all other respects, and
made her half myself: I pray you, tell Benedick
of it, and hear what he will say.

Zeo?i. Were it good, think you ?

Ciatid. Hero thinks surely, she will die ; for she
says, she will die, if he love her not ; and she will
die, ere she make her love known ; and she will
die, if he woo her, rather than she will 'bate one
breath of her accustomed crossness.
D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make

tender of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it

;

for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible
spirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
D, Pedro, He hath, indeed, a good outward hap-

piness.

Claud. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise.
D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks,

that are like wit.
Leon. And I take him to be valiant.
D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in the

managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for
either he avoids them with great discretion, or
undertakes them with a most christian-like fear.

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily
keep peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to
enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him by some
large jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for
your niece : Shall we go see Benedick, and tell
him of her love ?

Claud. Never tell him, my lord : let her wear it

out %vith good counsel.
Leon, Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her

heart out first.

D. Pedro. Well, we'll hear further of it by your
daughter; let it cool th* while. I love Benediefe
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well ; and I could'wish he would modestly examine
himselfj to see how much he is unworthy so good

a lady.
Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is ready.

Claud. It" he do not dote on her upon this, I will

never trust my expectation. \^Aiide.

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread fcr

her ; and that must your daughter and her gentle-

woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold

one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such

matter ; that's the scene that I would see, which
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to

call him in to dinner. \A&ide.

[Ea'eunt Don Pedro, Claudia, and Leonato.

BENEDICK advances from the arbour.

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was
sadly borne.—They have the truth of this from

Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her

affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it

must be requited. I hear how I am censured

:

they say, I will bear myself "proudly, if I perceive

the love come from her
;
they say, too, that she will

rather die than give any sign of affection.—I did

never think to marry :—t must not seem proud

Happy are they, that hear their detractions, and

can put them to mending. They say, the lady is

fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and

virtuous ;

—
'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise,

but for loving me :—By my troth, it is no addition

to her wit;—nor no great argument of her folly,

for I will be horribly in love with her.—I may
chance have some odd quirks and remnants of wit

broken on me, because I have vailed so long against

marriage : But doth not the appetite alter I A man
loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure

in his age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these

paper bullets of the brain, awe a man from the

career of his humour? No : The world must be

peopled. When I said, I would die a bachelor, I

did not think 1 should live till I were married.—
Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she's a fait

lady : I do spy some marks of love m her.

Enter BEATRICE.
Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you corns

iu to dinner.
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Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than

Jou take pains to thank me ; if it had been painfulj

would not have come.
Bene. You take pleasure in the message?
Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a.

knife's point, and choke a daw withal :—-You have
no stomach, signior ; fare you well. \Exit.

Bene. Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid yoiu

come in to dinner—there's a double meaning in that.

/ ioof: no 7mre pnins for those thanks, than you took

pains to thank me—that's as much as to say. Any
pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks :—If

I do not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do
not love her, I am a Jew: I will go get her pic-

ture. \_E,rit.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Leonato's garden.

Enter HERO, MARGARET, and URSULA.
Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour j

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice

Proposing with the Prince and Claudio :

Whisper her ear, and tell her, 1 and Ursula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discoursa

Is all of her
;
say, that thou overheard'st us

;

And bid her steal into the pleached bower.
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun,

Forbid the sun to enter;—like favourites.

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride

Against that power that bred it :—there will she
hide her.

To listen our propose : This is thy office
;

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre-

sently. [^Ea-it.

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come.
As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our talk must only be of Benedick :

-When I do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit

:

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made.
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begins
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Enter BEATRICE, behind.

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Close hy the ground, to hear our conference.

Ur$. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish

Cut with her golden oars the silver stream.
And greedily devour the treacherous bait

:

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture :

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.
Hero. Then go we near her,that her ear lose nothing

Of the false sweet bait, that we lay for it.

—

\_Tke^ adcance to the bower.
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful

;

I know, her spirits are as coy and wild
As haggards of the rock,

f^rs. But are you sure,
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ?

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord.
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it madam ?

Nero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it:

But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick,
To wish him wrestle with aftection,

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed.
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon T

Hero. O God of love ! I know, he doth deserve
As much as may be yielded to a man :

But nature never fram'd a woman's heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice:
Disdain and scom ride sparkling in her eyes.
Misprising what they look onj and her wit
Values itself so highly, that to her
All matter else seems weak : She cannot love
Nor take no shape nor project of affection.

She is so self-endeared.
Urs. Sure, I think so

;

And therefore, certainly, it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw man.
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd,

Sut she would spell him backward : if fair-faced.

She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister

;

If black, why nature, drawing of an antick,

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed
j

If low, an agate very vilely cut

:
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If speaking, why a vane, blown with all winds

;

If silent, wily a block moved with none.

So turns she eveiy man the wrong side out

;

And never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable.
Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions.

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

But who dare tell her sO? If I should speak.

She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me
Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire.

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly :

It were a better death than die with mocks;
Which is as bad as die with tickling.

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear -what she will say.

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick,

And counsel him to fight against his passion ;

And, truly I'll devise some honest slanders

To stain my cousin with : One doth not know.
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong.
She cannot be so much without true judgment,
(Having so swift and excellent a wit

As she is pi'iz'd to have,) as to refuse

So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick.

Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio.

Urs;. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam.
Speaking my fancy; signior Benedick,

For shape, for Ijearing, argument, and valour.

Goes foremost in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere lie bad it.

—

When are you married, madam ?

Hero. Why,everyday ;—to-morrow : Come,go in;
I'll show thee sone attires ; and have thy counsel.

Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow.

'Urs. She's lim'd, I warrant you ; we have caught

her, madam.
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps :

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

\^Ea.'eunt Hero and Ursula-.

BEATRICK advances.

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true?

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much?
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Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu !

No glory lives behind the back of such.
And, Benediclc, love on, I will requite thee

;

Taming niy wild heart to tby loving hand j
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band

:

For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I
Believe it better than reportingly. [Eait.

SCENE 11.

^ room in Leonato's house.

Enter Dm PEDRO, CLAUDIO, BENEDICK,
and LEONATO.

D. Pedro. I do but stay, till your marriage be
consummate, and then go 1 toward Arragon.

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if youll
vouchsafe me.
D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in

the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child
his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will
only be bold with Benedick for his company; for,
from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot,
he is all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice out Cupid's
bow-string, and the little hangman dare not shoot
at him : he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and
his tongue is the clapper ; for what his heart
thinks, his tongue speaks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been.
Leon. So say I ; methinks, you are sadder.
Claud. I hope, he be in love.
D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no true

drop of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with
love : if he be sad, he wants money.

Bene. I have the tooth-ach,
D. Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hang it !

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after-
Wards.
D. Pedro. What? sigh for the tooth-ach?
Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worni ?

Bene. Well, Every one can master a grief, but
he that has it.

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love.
D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in

him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange
disguises

; as, to he a Dutch-man to day ; a French-
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man to-moirow ; or in the shape of two countries

at once, as, a German from the waist downward,

'all slops and a Spaniard from the hip upward,

no doublet : Unless he have a fancy to this foolery,

as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as

YOU would have it appear he is.

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman,

there is no helicving old signs : he brushes his hat

o'mornings ; What should that bode I

B Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber sT

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen

with him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath

already stuffed tennis-balls.
. v

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by

the loss of a beard. „
D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet :

Lan

you smell him out by that ?

Claud. That's as much as to say. The sweet

youth's in love. ^ , . , . .

D. Pedro, The greatest note of it is his melan-

"'"cteiiii. And when was he wont to wash his face ?

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself ! for the which,

I hear what they say of him. ....
Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is now

crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops.

b. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him .

Conclude, conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but I Imow who loves him.

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant,

one, that knows him not. j . j„
Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ;

and, in de-

spite of all, dies for him.
f „. „„

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face up-

"sene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach._

Old signior, walk aside with me ; I have studied

eight o1 nine wise words to speak to you, which

these hobbv-hoTses must not hear,
tnese noooy

<E.veunt PSenedick and Leonato.

D.Pedro. For my life, to break with him about

^"tlaTd. 'Tis even so: Hero and Margaret have

by this played their parts with Beatrice
;
and then

the two bears will nJt bite one another, when they

meet.
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Enter Don JOHN

.

D. John. My lord and hiother, God save you
U. Pedro. Good den, brother.
p. John. If your leisure served, I would speafe

with you. ^

Z>. Pedro. In private?
D.John. If it please you ;—yet count Claudio

may hear; for what I would speak of, concernsmm.
D. Pedro. What's the matter?
D. John. Means your lordship to be married to-

^ {ro Claudio.
JJ. Pedro. You know, he does.
D. John. 1 know not that, when he knows what

I know.
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you,

discover it.
r j j

D.John. You may think, I love you not; let
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that
1 now will manifest: For my brother, I think, he
holds you well ; and in deamess of heart hatV
holp to effect your ensuing marriage: surely, suit
HI spent, and labour ill bestowed I

D. Pedro. Why, what's the matter?
D. John. I came hither to tell you

;
and, cir-

cumstances shortened, (for she hath been too ion"
a talking of,) the lady is disloyal.

°

Claud. Who? Hero?
D. John. Even she; Leoiiato's Hero, your Hero,

every man's Hero.
Claud. Disloyal?
D. John. The word is too good to paint out her

wickedness ; I could say, she were worse ; think
you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Won-
der not, till further warrant: go but with me to-
night, you shall see her chamber-window entered

;

even the night before her wedding-day : if you
love her then, to-morrow wed lier ; but it would
better fit your honour to change your mind.

Claud. May this be so ?

D. Pedro. I will not think it.

D. John, If you dare not trust that you see,
confess liot that you know : if you will follow me,
I will show you enough

;
and, when you have seen

more, and heard more, proceed aecoraingly.
Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should
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not marry her to-mon'ow ; in the conf*regation,

where I should wed, there will I shame her.

D. Pedro. And, aa I wooed for thee to obtain

her, I will join with thee to disgrace her.

D. John. I will disparage her no farther, till you

are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight,

and let the issue show itself.

T). Pedro. O day untowardly turned !

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting !

D. John. O plague right well prevented !

So will you say, when you have seen the sequel.
^ {Ea-eunt.

SCENE III.

^ Street. /

ii«^(rr DOGBERRY flnrfVERGES,wiVA theTVntch.

Dogb . Are you good men and true ?

f^erg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should

suffer salvation, body and soul.

Dogb- Nay, that were a punishment too good

for them, if they should have any allegiance in

them, being chosen for the prince's watch.

Ferg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour

Dogberry.
Dogb. First, who think you the most desertless

man to be constable ?

1 Pi^atch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal

;

for they can write and read.

Dogb. CoTtjft hither, neighbour Seacoal : God hath

blessed you with a good name ; to be a well fa-

voured man is the gift of fortune ; but to write and

read comes by nature.

2 Pf-'nich. Both which, master constable,

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your an-

swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God
thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for your

writing and reading, let that appear, when there

is no need of such vanity. You are thought here

to be the most senseless and fit man for the con-

stable of the watch ; therefore bear you the lantern :

This is your charge ; You shall comprehend all

vagrom men
;
you are to bid any man stand, in the

prince's name.
2 JVatch. How if he will not stand?

Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, but let

him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch

together, and thank God you are rid of a knave.
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f^erg. If he will not stand when he is bidden,
he is none of the prince's subjects.

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none
but the prince's subjects ;—You shall also make
no noise in the streets

;
for, for the watch to babble

and talk, is most tolerable and not to be endured.
^ Watch. We will rather sleep than talk; we

know what belongs to a watch.
Dogh. Why, you speak like an ancient and most

quiet watchman ; for I caimot see how sleeping
should offend : only, have a care that your bills be

not stolen :—Well, you are to call at all the ale-

houses, and bid those that are drunk cet them to

bed.
2 H'atch. How if they will not?
Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are

sober ; if they make you not then the better answer,
you may say, they are not the men you took them for.

2 IVatch, Well, sir.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him,
by virtue of your office, to be no true man : and,
for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make
with them, why, the more is for your honesty.
2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we

not lay hands on him ?

Dogb. Truly, by your office, you may; but, I

think, they that touch pitch will be defiled : the

most peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief,

is, to let him show himself what he is, and steal

out of your company.
yerg. You have been always called a merciful

man, partner.
Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my

will ; much more a man, who hath any honesty in

him.
f''&rg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you

must call to the nurse, and bid her still it.

2 Watch, How if the nurse be asleep, and will not

hear us ?

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the
child wake her with crying: for the ewe, that, will

not hear her lamb when it baas, will never answer
a calf, when he bleats.

V&fg. 'Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con-
Btabla, are to present the prince's o^vn person ; if

you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him.
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yerg. Nay, by'r lady, that, I think, he cannot.

Dogb. Five shillings to one on't with any man
that knows the statues, he may stay him : maity,

not without the prince be willing : for, indeed, the

watch ought to offend no man ; and it is au offence

to stay a man against his will.

Verg. By'i" lady, I think, it be so.

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night

:

an there be any matter of weight chances, call up

me ;
keep your fellows' counsels and your oivn,

and KOod night.—Come, neighbour.

% Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge:

let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two,

and then all to-bed.

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours; I

pray you, -watch about signior Leonato's door ; for

the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great

coil to-night : Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you.

[Exeitnt Dogberry and Ferges.

Enter BORACHIO and CONRADE.
Bora, What ! Conrade,

—

Watch. Peace, stir not. [^side.

Bora. Conrade, I say !

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought,

there would a scab follew.

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that; and

now forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee close then under this penthouse,

for it drizzles rain ; and I ivill, like a true drunkard,

utter all to thee.

Watch. \_Aside.'] Some treason, masters; yet

stand close.

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John

a thousand ducats.

Con. Is it possible, that any villany should be

so dear?
Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were pos-

sible any villany should be so rich ; for when rich

villains have need of poor ones, poor ones may
make what price they will.

Con. I wonder at it.

Bora. That shows, thou art unconfirmed : loou

knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or

u cloak, is nothing to a man.
Con. Yes, it is apparel.
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Bdra. T mean, the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the

fool. But see'st thou not what a deformed thief

this fashion is ?

JFatck. I know that Deformed ; he has been a

vile thief this seven year ; he goes up and down
like a gentleman : I remember his name.

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody?
Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house.
Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed

thief this fashion is ? how giddily he turns about
all the hot bloods, between fourteen and five and
thirty .' sometime, fashioning them like Pharaoh's
soldiers in the reechy paintin;;

;
sometime, like god

Bel's priests in the old church window
; sometime,

like the shaven Hercules in the smirched worm-
eaten tapestry, where his eod-piece seems as massy
as his club ?

Con. All this I see; and see, that the fashion
wears out more apparel than the man : But art

not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that

thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of

the fashion ?

Bora. Not so neither: but know, that I have
to-night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentle-
woman, by the name of Hero ; she leans nie out at

her mistress's chamber-window, bids me a tiiou-

sand times good niglit,—1 tell this tale vilely:—

I

should first tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and
my master, planted, and placed, and possessed by
my master Don John, saw afar off in the orchard
this amiable encounter,

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero?
Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio;

but the devil my master knew she was Margaret
j

and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them,
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them,
but chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any
slander that Don John had made, away went
Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet her as he
was appointed, next morning at the temple, and
there, before the whole congregation, shame her
with what he saw over-night, and send her home
again without a husband.

1 JVatth. We charge you in the prince's naijia,

«tajid.
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%TVatch. Call up the right master constable:

We have here recover'd the moat dangerous piece

of lechery that ever was lajown iu the common-
wealth

.

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them; I
laiow him, he wears a lock.

Con. Masters, masters.

2 ffatch. You^ll be made bring Deformed forth,

I warrant you.
Con. Masters,

—

1 Watch. Never apeali; we charge you, let us
jjbey you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,
being taken up of these men's bills.

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you.
Come, we'll obey you. l^Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

j4 room in Leonato's house.

Enter HERO, MARGARET, and URSULA.
ifero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice,

and desire her to rise.

Urs. I will, lady.
Hero, And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. [Eait Ursula.
Marg. I'roth, I think, your other rabato were

better.

I{ero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.

Marg. By my troth, it's not so good; and I

waixant, your cousin will say so.

Mero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another;
I'll wear none but tliis.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if

the hair were a thought blo^vner : and your gown's
a most rare fashion, i'faith. I saw the duchess of

Milan's gown, that they praise so.

He7-o. O, that exceeds, they say.
Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in

respect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and
laced with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves,

side-sleeves, and skirts round, underboi'iie with a
blueish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and
excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on't.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heayt

is exceeding heavy !

'
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Mofg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight o£

a man.
Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed 1

Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honourably?
Is not marriage honourable in a beggar l Is not

your lord honourable without marrii^ge ? I think,

you would have me say, saving your reverence,—
a husband : an bad thinking do not wrest true

speaking, I'll offend no body : is there any harm
in

—

the heavierfor a husband? None, I think, an it

be the right husband, and the right wife ; other-

wise 'tis light and not heavy ; Ask my lady BeaT
trice else, hei-e she comes-

Enter BEATRICE.
Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero.
/Tero.Why,how now ! do you speak in the sick tureF

Usat. I am out of all other tune, methinks.
Marg. Clap us into

—

LigRt o* love ; that goes

without a burden ; do you sing it, and I'll dance it.

Beat- Yea, Light o' lore, ivith your heels !—then,

if your husband have stables enough, you'll see he

shall lack no barns.
Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn that

with my heels.

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin : 'tis time

you were ready. By my troth I am exceeding ill

:

—hey ho !

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ?

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.
Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there's

no more sailing by the star.

Beat. What means the fool, trow?
Marg. Nothing I ; but God send every one their

heart's desire

!

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they are

an excellent perfume.
Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell.

Marg. A maid, and stuffed ! there's goodly

catching of cold.

Beat. O, God help me! God help me ! how long

have you profess'd apprehension?
Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit

.become me rarely ?

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it

sa jour cap.—By my troth, I am sick.
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Mar0. Get you some of this distilled Carduus
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only
thing for a qualm.

Hero. There thou pricVst her with a thistle.

Beat. Beneflietus ! why Benedietus ? you have
some moral in this Benedictus.

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral
meaning ; I meant plain holy- thistle. You may
think, perchance, that I think you are in love : nay,
by'r lady, I am not such a fool to think what I

list; nor i list not to think what I can; nor, in-

deed, T cannot think, if I would think my heart
out of thinking, that you are in love, or that you
will be in love, or that you can be in love : yet
Benedick was such another, and now is he become
a man: he swore he would never marry; and yet
now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat
without grudging : and how you may be converted,
I know not; but, methinks, you look with your
eyes as other women do.

Belli. What pace is this, that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg. Not a false gallop.

Re-enter URSULA.
Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count,,

signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants
of the town, are come to feteli you to churcli.

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg-,,

good Ursula. [Eaxunt.

SCENE V.

Another room in Leanato's house:

Enter LEONATO, with DOGBERRY and
VERGES.

Leon. What would you with me,honest neighbour?
Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some eonlidence-

with you, that decerns you nearly.
Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, 'tis a busy

time with me.
Dogb. Marry, this it is, sir.

f^erg. Yes, in truth it is, sir.

Leon. What is it, my good friends ?

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off
the matter: an old man, sir, and his wits are not
so blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were;
but, ill faith, honesty as the skin between his browB,

2a
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Verg, Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any
inan living, that is an old man, and no honester
than I.

Dogh. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh-
tour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.
Dogb. It pleases your worship te say so, but we

ere the poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine
wan part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could
find in my heart to bestow it all of your worship.

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha !

Dogh. Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more
than 'tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your
worship, as of any man in the city ; and though I
he but a poor man, I am glad to hear it.

P^erg. And so am J.

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say.
P'erg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting

your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as
arrant knaves as any in Messina.
Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking

;

as they say. When the age is in, the wit is out;
God help us ! it is a world to see !—Well said,
i'faith, neighbour Verges :—well, God's a good
man; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride
feehind :— An honest soul, i'faith, sir

;
by my troth

he is, as ever broke bread ; but, God is to be wor-
shipped : All men are not alike ; alas good neighbour!
Leon . Indeed, neighbour,he comes too short ofyou.
Dogb. Gifts, that God gives.
Leon. I must leave you.
Dogb. One word, sir: our watch, sir, have, in-

deed, comprehended two aspicious persons, and we
would have them this morning examined before
your worship.

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring
it me ^ I am now in great haste, as it may appear
unto you.

Dogb. It shall be suffigance-
Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your
slaughter to her husband.

Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready.
[^Exeunt Leonato and Aiessenger.

Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis
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Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the

gaol ; we are now to examination these men.
l^er^. And we must do it wisely.

Dogd. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you;
here's that {^Touchin^ his forehead'] shall drive some
of them to a non com: only ^et the learned writer

to set down our excommunication, and meet me at
the yaol. [Exeunt.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

The inside of a church.

Enter Don PEDRO, Dm JOHN, LEONATO,
Friar, CLAUDIO, BENEDICK, HERO, and
BEATRICE, §-c.

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief
;
only to the-

plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their

particular duties afterwards.
Friar. You come hither, my lord, to many this

lady?
aaud. No.
Lson. To be married to her, friar

;
you come to

marry her.

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to

this count ?

Hero. I do.
Friar, If either of you know any inward impe-

diment why you should not be conjoined, I charge
you, on your souls, to utter it.

Climd. Know you any. Hero?
Hero. None, my lord.

Friar. Know you any, count?
Leon. I dare make his answer, none.

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men may do !

what men daily do 1 not knowing what they do !

Bene, How now ! Interiections ? Why, then some
be of laughing, as, ha! ha! he!

Claud. Stand thee by.friar:—Father.by your leave;

Will you with free and unconstrained soul

Give me this maid, your daughter ?

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose
worth

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift?

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again.

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank-

fulness.

—
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There, Leonato, take her back again
;

Give not this rotten orange to your friend
;

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour
Behold, hovr like a maid she blushes here

:

O, what authority and show of truth
Can cunning sin cover itself withal

!

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence,
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear,
All you that see her, that she were a maid.
By these exterior shows ? But she is none :

She knows the heat of a lujnirious bed :

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
l.eon. What do you mean, my lord ?

Nor knit my soul to an approved wanton.
Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof.

Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth.
And made defeat of her virginity,

Claud. I know what you would say ; if I have
known her.

You'll say, she did embrace me as a husband.
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin :

No, Leonato,
I never tempted her with word too large ;
But, as a brother to his sister, shcfw'd
Bashful sincerity, and comely love.

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you 7

Claud. Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it:

You seem to me as Dian in her orb

;

As chaste as is the bud, ere it be blown ;

But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals.
That rage in savage sensuality.

Hero. Is my lord well that he doth speak so wide ?

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ?

D. Pedro. What should I speak?
I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about
To link my dear friend to a common stale.
Leon. Are these things spoken? or do I but dream?
D.John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things

are true.

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial.
Hero. True, O God !

Claud. Leonato, stand I here?
Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother ?

Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own?
Zccn. AU this is so ; But what of this, my lord?

Claud.
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Claud. Let me but move one question to your
daughter

;

And, by that fathei-Iy and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her answer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child.

Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset!

—

"VVhat kind of catechizinj^ call you this ?

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name.
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that nama

With any just reproach?
Claud. Marry, that can Hero

;

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue.

What man was he talk'd with you yesternight

Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one?

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this,

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hoar, my lord,

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.

—

Leonato,
I am sorry you must hear ;

Upon mine honour.
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count.

Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night.

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ;

Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain,

Confess'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in t^ecret.

D.Jolm. T'ie, fie ! they are

Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to he spoke of;

There is not chastity enough in language.

Without offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady,

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment.
Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been,

If half thy outward graces had been placed

About thy tlioughts, and cmmsels of thy heart!

But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell.

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity

!

For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love.

And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang.

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm.
And never shall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here apoint for me?
\Hero swoons.

Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink

you down ?

D.John. Come, let us go: these things, come
thus to light.

Smother her spirits up.

\_Ez-eunt Don Pedro, Don John^ and Claudia.
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Bene. How doth the lady?
Beat. Dead, I think ;—help, uncle ;—

Hero ! why. Hero !—Uncle !—signior Benedick !—
friar !

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand !

Death is the fairest cover for her shame.
That may be wish'd for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero I

Friar. Have comfort, lady.
Leon. Dost thou look up ?

Friar. Yea ; Wherefore should she not ?

Leon. Wherefore? Why, doth not every eart^ily
thing

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood?

—

Do not live. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes :

For did I think thou wouldst not quickly die.
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames.
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches.
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one?
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ?

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one?
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ?

Why had I not, with charitable hand.
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates ;Who smirched thus, and mired with infamy,
I might have said. No part of it is mine.
This shame derives itselffrom unknomi loins?
But mine, and mine, I lov'd; and mine, I prais'd;
And mine, that I was proud on ; mine so much.
That I myself was to myself not mine.
Valuing of her; why, she—O, she is fallen
Into a pit of ink! that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again

;

And salt too little, which may season give
To her foul tainted flesh !

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient

:

For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder,
I know not what to say.

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied

!

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ?

Beat. No, truly, not ; although, until last night,
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.
Leon. Confinn'd, confirm'd ! O, that is stronger

made.
Which was before barr\l up with ribs of iron

!

Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie?
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Who lov'd hev so, that, spealdng of her foulness,

Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ;
let her die.

Frtar. Hear loe a little
;

For I have only heeu silent so long.

And aiven way unto this course of fortune,

By noting of the lady : I h»ve mark d

A thousand blushing apparitions start

Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames

In angel whiteness hear away those blushes ;

And in her eye there hath appcar'd a fire.

To burn the errors, that these prmces hold

Against her maiden truth :—Call me a fool

!

Tfust not my reading, nor my ojiservations.

Which with experimental seal doth warrant

The tenour of my book ; trust not my age.

My reverence, calling, nor divmity.

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless hare

Under some biting error.
Friar, It cannot be

:

Thou s'eest, that all the grace, that she hath left.

Is, that she will not add to her damnation

A sin of perjury ; she not denies it

:

Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse

That, which appears in proper nakedness f

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus d of!

Hm. They know, that do accuse me ; I know none:

If I know more of any man alive.

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant,

Let all my sins lack mercy my father.

Prove you, that any man with me convers d

At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight

Mainta£'d the change of words with any creature,

•Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the

iJ^rTwo of them have the very bent of honour ;

1 .T,.:., ,..icAr.ma VlP Tuislfid lU thlS,
jtene. i\vuui i..^.... .

And it their wisdoms be misled in this.

The practice of it lives in John the bastard.

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanics.

L°on. i know not; If they speak but truth of her.

These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour.

The proudest of them shall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine.

Nor aee so eat up my invention,

Sor ?lrtunc madS suih havock of m^'^'
Not my bad life reft me so nauch of friends.

But they shaU find, awak'd in such a kind.
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Both strength of limb, and policy of mind
Ability in means, and choice of friends,

'

To quit me of them thoroughly.

. ^ri^''- , Pause a while,And let my counsel sway you iii this case.
Your daughter here the princes left for dead
Let her awhile be secretly kept in,

'

And publish it, that she is dead indeed ;

Maintain a mourning ostentation -

And on your family's old monument
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites.
That appertam unto a burial.

/.eon. What shall become of this ? What will
this do ?

Friar. Marry, this, weU carried, shall on her behalf
Change slander to remorse

; that is some good :

But not for that, dream I on this strange course,
' But on this travail look for greater birth.
She, dying, as it must be so maintain'd.
Upon the instant that she was accus'd,
Shall be lamented, pitied and excus'd
Of every hearer: For it so falls out,
That what we have we prize not to the worth.
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost,W hy, then we rack the value ; then we find
The virtue, that possession would not show us
Whiles it was otirs :— So will it fare with Claudio :When he shall hear she died upon his words.
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination

;

And every lovely organ of her life
Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit.
More moving- delicate, and full of life.
Into the eye and prospect of his soul.
Than when she liv'd indeed :—then shall he mourn,
(If ever love had interest in his liver,)
And wish he had not so accused her

;

No, though he thought his accusation true.
Let this be so, and doubt not but success
Will fashion the event in better shape
Than I can lay it down in likelihood.
But if all aim but this be levell'd false.
The supposition of the lady's death
Will quench the wonder of her infamy :

^}^^' "ot well, vou may conceal her
(As best befits her wounded reputation,)
In soma reclusive and religious life,
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Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and Injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you ;

And though, you know, my inwardness and love

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio,

Yet, by mine lionour, 1 will deal in this

As secretly, and justly, as your soul

Should with your body.
Leon. Being that I flow in grief.

The smallest twine may lead me.
Frinr. 'Tis well consented

;
presently away ;

For to strange sores strangely they strain the

cure.

—

Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day.
Perhaps, is but prolong'd ; have patience, and

endure

,

[^Exeunt Friar, HerOt and Leonato.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? .

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. 1 will not desire that.

Beat. You have no rearon, I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is

WTong'd.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of

me, that would right her !

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ?

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.

Bene, May a man do it?

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours.

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as

you ; Is not that strange ?

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : It

were as possible for me to say, I loved nothing so

well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie not

;

I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing —I am soit/

for my cousin.

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it.

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and

I will make him eat it, that says, I love not you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it

:

I protest, I love thee.

Beat. Why then, God forgive me !

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice?

Beat, You have staid me in a happy hour ; I

was about to protest, I loved you.

Bens. And do it with all thy heart.



50 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. Act J.

Beat. T love you with so much of my heart, that
cone is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee.
Beat. Kill Claudic.
Bene. Ha! not for the wide world.
Beat. You kill me to deny it : Fai-ewell.
Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
Beat. I am gone, though I am here ;—There is

no love in you :—Nay, I pray you, let me go.
Bene. Beatrice,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.
Bene. We'll be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than
fight with mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy?
Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain,

that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins-
woman ?—0, that I were a man !—What ! bear her
in hand until they come to take hands ; and then
with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmi-
tigated rancour,—O God, that I were a man ! I

would eat his heart in the market-place.
Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ;

—

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ?—

a

proper saying

!

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ;

—

Beat. Sweet Hero !—she is wronged, she is slan-
dered, she is undone.

Bene. Beat

—

Beat. Princes, and counties! Surely, a princely
testimony, a goodly-couut-confect ; a sweet gallant,
surely ! O that I were a man for his sake ! or that
I had any friend would be a man for my sake

!

But manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue,
a'nd trim ones too ; he is now as valiant as Her-
cules, that only tells a lie, and swears it :—I can-
not be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a
woman with grieving.

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love
thee.

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than
swearing by it.

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio
hath wronged Hero ?

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul.
Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge
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fiim ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : Bjr

this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account:

lAs you hear of me, so think of me: Go, comfort

[vour cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so,

Ifarewell. [Ea'eunt.

SCENE II.

^ prison.

\Enter DOGBERRY, VERGES, and Sea-tm, in

gow7is; and the fVatch, with CONRADE and

BORACHIO.
Dogb. Is our whole diasembly appeared?

Ferg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton !

Ssxton . Which be the malefactors ?

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner.
_ _ _

/>'erg'. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition

to examine.
Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be

examined? let them come before master constable.

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.

—

What is your name, friend?

Bora. Borachio.
Dogh. Pray write down—Borachio. Yours,

'sirrah ?

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is

Conrade. ,

Dogb. Write down—master gentleman Conrade.

—Masters, do you serve God?
Con. Bora. Yea, sir, we hope.

Doeb. Write down—that they hope they serve

GodT—and write God first; for God defend but

God should CO before such villains !—Masters, it is

proved already, that you are little better than false

knaves ; and it wiU go near to be thought so shortly.

How answer you for yourselves?

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none.

Dogb. A mai'vellous witty fellow, I assure you :

but I will go about with him.—Come you hither,

sirrah ; a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it la

thought you are false knaves.

Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none.

Dosb. Well, stand aside.—'Fore God, they are

both in a tale : Have you writ down—that they

are none.
Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to

examine
;
you must call forth the watch that are

their accusers.
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Degh. Yea, marry, that's the eftest way:—Let i

the watch come forth :—Masters, I charge you, ivt

the prince's name, accuse these men. ^

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the
\

piince's brother, was a villain. i

Dogb. Write down—prince John a villain
Why this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother—villain. !

Bora. Master constable,

—

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like
thy look, I promise thee.

Sexton. What heard you him say else?
2 PfiUch, Marry, that he had received a thousand

ducats of Don John, for accusing the lady Hero
wrongfully.
Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed.
f^erg. Yea, by the mass, that it is.

Sexton . What else, fellow 1

I fVntch. And that count Claudio did mean,
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole
assembly, and not marry her.
Dogh. O villain! thou wilt be condemned into

everlasting redemption for this.
Sexton. What else?

- 2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this
very manner refused, and upon the grief of this,
suddenly died.—Master constable, let these mea
be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; 1 will go be-
fore, and show him their examination. [_E,vU,

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned.
^erg. Let them be in band.
Con. Oif, coxcomb !

Dogb. God's my life! where's the sexton? let
him write down—the prince's officer, coxcomb.—
Come, bind them ; Thou naughty varlet

!

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass.
Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost

thou not suspect my years O that he were here
to wi-ite me down—an ass !—but, masters, remem-
ber, that I am an ass

;
though it be not written

down, yet forget not that I am an ass :—No, thou
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved
Kpon thee by good witness. I am a wise fellow;
and, which is more, an officer

; and, which more,
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a householder ; and, which is more, as pretty a piece

of flesh as any is in Messina ; and one that knows
the law, go to ; and a rich felloiv enougli, go to

and a fellow that hath had losses ; and one that
liath two gowns, and every thing handsome about
him :—Bring him away. O, that I had been writ
down—an ass! [^Ea'eunt.

ACT V, SCENE I.

Be/ore Leonato's house.

Enter LEONATO a«rf ANTONIO.
Ant. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself;

And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief

Against yourself.

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel.
Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve : give not me counsel

;

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear.

But such a one, Avhose wrongs do suit with mine-
Bring me a father, that so lov'd his child.

Whose ioy of her is ovei-whelm'd like mine.
And bid him speak of patience

;

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine,.

And let it answer every strain for strain ;

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such,
In every lineam&nt, branch, sltape, and form :

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard

;

Cry—sorrow, wag ! and hem, when he should groan ;

Patch grief with 'proverbs ; make misfortune drunk.
With candle-wasters

;
bring him yet to me,

And I of him will gather patience.
But there is no such man .- For, brother, men
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief.

Which they themselves not feel
;
but, tasting it,.

Their counsel turns to passion, which before
Would give preceptial medicine to rage,

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread,

Charm ach with air, and agony with words :

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience

To those that wring under the load of sorrow j

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency,

To be so moral, when he shall endure
The like himself : therefore give me no counsel ::

My griefs cry louder than advertisement.
Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ.

Leon . I pray thee^ peace : I will be flesh aud blood;
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Tor there was never yet philoaop'her,

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently
;

However they have writ the style of gods.

And made a pish at chance and sufferance.

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself;

Make those, that do offend you, suffer too.

Lmn. There thou speak'streason: nay.I will do so;

My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied
;

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince,

And all of them, that thus dishonour her.

Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIO.
Ant, Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily.

D. Pedro. Good den, good den.

Claud. Good day to both of yoii.

Leon. Hear you, my lords,

—

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato.

Leon. Some haste, my lord !—well, fare you

well, my lord

Are you so hasty now?—well, all is one.

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good

old man.
Ant. If he could right himself with quarreling,

Some of us would lie low.
Claud. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Marry,

Thou, thou dost vPTong me ; thou dissembler, thou:—

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword,

I fear thee not.

Claud. Mai-ry, beshrew my hand,

If it should give your age such cause of fear :

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me

:

I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool

;

As, under privilege of age, to brag

What I have done beinjj young, or what would do,

Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head.

Thou hast so wrong'd mine innocent child and me,

That I am forc'd to lay ray reverence by

;

And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days,

Do challenge thee to trial of a man.
I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child

;

Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart,

And she lies buried with her ancestors :

O ! in a tomb, where never scandal slept.

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villauy.

Claud. My vUlany ?
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Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I say,

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord,m prove it on his body, if he dare

;

Despite his nice fence, and his active practice.

His May of youth, and bloom of lustynood.
Ant. Away, I will not have to do with you.
Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast kill'd

my child
;

If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man.
Claud. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed :

But that'a no matter; let him kill one first:

—

Win me and wear me,—let him answer me,

—

Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me :

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence
;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,-

—

^nf. Content yourselfi Godknows,nov'd my niece.

And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains

;

That dare as vvell auswer a man, indeed.

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue:
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops !

—

Leon. Brotiier Antony,

—

Ant. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know
them, yea,

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple

:

Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring boys.
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander.

Go antickly, and" show outward hideousness.
And speak oft' half a dozen dangerous words,
How they might hurt their enemies, if they duKt,
And lliis is all.

Leon. But, brother Antony,

—

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter ;

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake
your patience.

*

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death

;

But, on my honour, she was charg'd ivith nothing
But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord,

—

D. Pedro. I will not hear you.
Leon . No ?

Brother, away :—I will be heard ;—
Ant. And shall.

Or some of us will smart for it.

[Exeunt Leo?iato and Antonio,
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Enter BENEDICK.
Z>. Pedro. See, see; here comes the man we went

to seek.

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ?

Bene. Good day, my lord.

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior: You are almost

come to part almost a fray.

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses

snapt off with two old men without teeth.

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother : What
thinkest thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should

have been too young for them.
Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour,

I came to seek you both.

Claud. We have been up and down to seek

thee ; for we are high proof melancholy, and

would fain have it beaten away : Wilt thou use

thy -wit ?

Bene. It is in my scabbard; Shall 1 draw it?

B. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side?

Claud. Never any did so, though very many hava

been beside their wit.—I will bid thee draw, as

we do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us.

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks

pale :—Art thou sick, or angry ?

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What though care

killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to

kill care.

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career,

an you charge it against me :—I pray you, choose

another si'biect.

Claud. Nay, then, give him another staifj this

last was broke cross.

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and

more ; I think, he be angi'y indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear?

Cluud. God bless me from a challenge !

Bene. You are a villain ;—I jest not :—I will

make it good how you dare, with what you dare,

and when you dare Do me right, or I will pro-

test your cowardice. You have kill'd a sweet

lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you :—

Let me liear from you,

Claud. Well, I will , meet you, so I may have

good cheer.

D. Pedro. What, a feast? a feast?
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Claud. I' faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to
a calf's head and a capon; the which, if I do not
cavve most curiously, say my kiiife's naught.

—

Shall I not find a woodcock too ?

Be7ie. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily.
D. Pedro. I'll tell thee^ how Beatrice prais'd thy

wit thfi other day : I said thou hadst a fine wit;
True, says she, afne little one: No, said I, a great
toil

;
Right, S3.ys she, a great gross one: Nay, said

I, a good wit
;
Just, said she, it hurts nobody : Nay,

saidT, the gentleman is wise; Certain, said she, a
teise gentleman : Nay, said 1, he hoik the tongues ;
That I believe, said she, for he swore a thing to me
on Monday night, which he forswore on Tuesday
morning

; there s a double tongue ; there's two tongues.
Thus did she, an hour together, trans-shape thy

I

particular virtues
; yet, at last, she concluded with

I
a sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy.

' Clnud. For the which she wept heartily, and
said, she cared not.

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all
that, an if «he did not hate him deadly, she
would love him dearly ; the old man's daughter
told us all.

Claud. All, all ; and moreover, God saw him
when he was hid in the garden,

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage
ball's horns on the sensible Benedick's head?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Here dwells
Benedick the married man.

Bene. Fare you well, boy; you know my mind
;

I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour :

you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which,
God be thanked, hurt not.—My lord, for yeur many
courtesies I thauk you : I must discontinue your
company

: your brother, the bastard, is fled from
Messina: you have, among you, killed a sweet and
innocent lady: For my lord Lack-beard, there, he
and I shall meet; and till then, peace be with

\_Ea.-it Benedick.
D. Pedro. He is in earnest.
Claud. In most profound earnest

; and, I'll war-
rant you, for the love of Beatrice.
D. Pedro. And liath challenged thee?
Claud. Most sincerely.
D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he

goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit!
37
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Enter DOGBERRY. VERGES, and She ^atch,
with CONRADE and BORACHIO.

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is

an ape a doctor to such a man.
D. Pedro. But, soft you, let be; pluck up, my

heart, and be sad ! Did he not say, my brother
was fled?

Dogd. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame
you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her
balance : nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once,

you must be looked to.

D. Pedro How now, two of my brother's men
bound! Borachio, one !

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord!
D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men

done ?

Dogh- Marry, sir, they have committed false re-

port
;
moreover, they have spoken untruths ; se-

condarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they

have belied a lady
; thirdly, they have verified

unju3t things : and, to conclude, they are lying

knaves

.

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have
done; thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence;

sixth and lastly, why they are committed ; and,

to conclude, what you l9y to their charge,
Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division;

and, by my troth, there's one meanini^ well suited.

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters,
that you are thus bound to your answer? this

learned constable is too cunning to be understood;
What's your offence ?

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine
answer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill

me. I have deceived even your very eyes : what
your wisdoms could not discover, these shallow
fools have brought to light

;
who, in the nisjht,

overheard me confessing to this man, how Don
John your brother incensed me to slander the lady

Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard, and

saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments; how
you disgraced her, when you should mai-ry her ;

my villany they have upon record ; which I had

rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my
shame ; the lady is dead upon mine and my mas-
ter's false accusation

;
and, bi-iefly, X desire nothipg

but the reward of a villain.
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D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through
your blood 1

Claud. I kave drunk poison, whiles he utter'd it.

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ?

Bora. Ye:i, and paid me richly for the practice of it.

D. Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of
treachery ;

—

And fled ho is upon this villany.

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appeal-

In the rare semblance, that 1 loved it first.

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs; by this

time our Sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of
the matter : And masters, do not forget to specify,

when time and place shall sei-ve, that I am an ass.

ytrg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato,
and tlie Sextoit too.

Rc-mter LEONATO and ANTONIO, v>Uh ike

Sexton.

I Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes;

! That, when I note another man like hira,

I may avoid him : Which of these is he ?

Bora. If youwould know your wronger.look on me.
Leon. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath

hast kill'd

Mine iimocent child ?

1
Bura. Yea, even I alone.

] Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely'st thyself;

! Here stand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled, that had a hand in it :

—

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death

;

I

Record it with your high and worthy deeds
;

I 'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

j
Claud. I know not how to pray your patience.

Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge yourself;

!
Impose me to what penance your invention >

j

Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn*d I net,
I But in mistaking,

j

JJ. Pedro. By my soul, nor I.

! And yet, to satisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight,

j

That he'll enjoin me to-

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live»

( That were impossible ; but I pray you both.

Possess the people in Messina here
How innocent she died; and, if your love

Can labour aught in sad invention.
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Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb,
And sing it to her bones

;
sing it to-night :

—

To-morrow morning come you to my house
;

And since you could not be my son-in-law.
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter,
Almost the copy of my child that's dead.
And she alone is heir to both of us

;

Give her the right, you should have given her cousin.
And so dies my revenge.

Claud. O, noble sir.

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me 1

I do embi-ace your offer ; and dispose
For henceforth of poor Claudio.

Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your comingj
To-night I take my leave.—This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong,
Hir'd to it by your brother.

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not;
Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me

;

But always hath been just and virtuous
In any thing, that I do know by her.

Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under
white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender,
did call me ass : I beseech you, let it be i-emem-
bered in his punishment : And also, the watch
heard them talk of one Deformed : they say, he
wears a key in his ear, and a lock hanging by it

;

and borrows money in God's name ; the which he
hath used so long, and never paid, that now men
grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God's
sake : Pray you, examine him upon that point.
Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains,
Dogb. Your worship speaJcs like a most thankful

and reverend youth; and I praise God for you.
Leoa, There's for thy pains.
Dogb. God save the foundation !

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and
I thank thee.

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship;
which, I l)eseech your worship, to correct yourself,
for the example of others. God keep your woraliip;
I -wish your worship well; God restore you to

health : I humbly give you leave, to depart; and if

a. merry meeting may be wished, God prohibit
it I—Come, neighbour !

\Exmnt Dogh&fvyy P'er^es^ and fVatck,
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Lton. Until ^o-morrow morning, lords, farewell.
Ant. Farewell, my lords ; we look for you to-

morrow.
D, Pedro. We will not fail.

Claud, To-night I'll mourn with Hero*
\_E:feunt Don Pedro and Cl'iudio.

.
Leon. Bring you these fellows on j we'll talk

with Margaret,
How her acqaaintance grew witli this lewd fellow-

\_Es.euni.

SCENE II.

Lefniatd's garden.

Enter BENEDICK and MARGARET, meeting.

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de-
serve well at my hands, by helping me to the
speech of Beatrice.

Marg . Will you then write me a sonnet in praise
of my beauty J

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man
living shall come over it

; for, in most comely truth/
thou deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over me ? why,
shall I always keep below stairs ?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's
mouth, it catches.

Alarg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foilsy
which hit, but hurt not,

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not
hurt a woman ; and so, I pray ihee, call Beatrice

:

I give thee the bucklers.
Marg. Give u« the swords, we have bncklers of

our own.
Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put

in the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous,
weapons for raaids.

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, 5
think, hath legs. \Ea'it Margaret.
Bene. And therefore will come.

The god of love', [^Singing,
That sits above.

And knows me, and knows me.
How pitiful I deserve,

—

I mean, in singing; but in loving,—Leander the
ijood swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pan--
dars, and a whole book full of these quondam cat-
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pet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the

even roaA of a blank verse, why, they were never

so truly turned over and over as my poor self, in

love : Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have

tried ; I can find out no rhyme to lady l)ut baby, au
innocent rhyme ; for scorn, horny a hard rhyme ; for

school, fool, a babbling rhyme
;
very ominous end-

ings : No, I was not bom under a rhyming planet,

nor 1 cannot woo in festival terms.

—

Enter BEATRICE.
Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come, when I called

thee?
Beat. Yea, signior, and depart, when you bid me.
Bene. O, stay but till then !

Beat. Tkeiiy is spoken; fare you well now:—and

yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which
is, with knowing what hath passed between you
and Claudio.

Beyie. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will

kiss thee.

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul

wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noi-

some ; therefore I will depart unkissed.

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his

right sense, so forcible is thy wit: But, I must tell

thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and

either I must shortly hear from him, or I will sub-

scribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell

me, for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall

in love with me 1

Beat. For them altogether ; which maintained so

politick a state of evil, that they will not admit any

good pan to intermingle with them. But for which

of my good parts did you first suffer love for me?
Bene. Sufer love; a good epithet! I do suffer

love, indeed, for I love thee against my will.

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas ! poor

heart! If yoi'i spite it for my sake, I will spite it for

yours ; for I will never love that, which my friend

hates.
Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably.

Beat. It appears not in this confession : there's not

ene wise man among twenty, that ^vill praise himself.

Bene. An old, au old instance, Beatrice, that

lived in the time of good neighbours : if a man do

liQt (frect in this age his own, tombj ere he dies, ha
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sball live no longer in monument, than the bell

rings, and the widow weeps.
Beat. And how long is that, think you ?

Bene. Question ?—Why, an hour in clamour, and
a quarter in rheum : Therefore it is most expedient

for the wise, (if Don Worm, his conscience, find

no impediment to the contrary,.) to be the trumpet
of his own virtues, as I am to myself : So much for

praising myself, (who, I myself will bear ^\'itnessp

is praise-worthy,) and now tell me. How doth
your cousin ?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you ?

Bnat. Very ill loo.

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : there will

I leave you too, for here comes one in haste,

Enter URSULA.
Ih's. Madam, you must come to your uncle?

vender's old coil at home : it is proved, my lady
Hei'o hath been falsely accused, the Prince and
Claudio mightily abused ; and Don John is the
author of all, who is fled and gone : ivill you come
presently ?

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior?

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and
be buried :n thy eyes ; and, moreover, I will go
with thee to thy uncle's. \_Es'Cunt.

SCENE nr.

TAe inside of a church.

Enter Don PEDRO, CLAUDIO, nnd Attendants,
with musick and tapers.

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato 2

j-feten. It is, my lord.
Claud. [_Iieads from a scroll.']

Done to death by slanderous tongues
li'as the Hero, that here lies :

Death, in guidon of her wrongs,
Gives herfame, which never dies :

So the life, that died with shame.
Lives 271 death with glorious fame.

Hang thou there upon the tomb, t^^'^if'g
Praising her when I am dumb.

—

Now, muaick, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.
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SONG.
Pardon, Goddess of the night.
Those that slew thy virgin knight

;

For the which, with songs of woe^
Round ahout her tomb they go.
Midnight, assist our moan;
Help us to sigh and groan,

Heavily, heavily :

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead.
Till death he uttered.

Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now, nnto thy bones good nigKt T

Yearly will I do this rite.

D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters
;

put your
torches out.

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle

day.
Before the wheels of Phcebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey

:

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.
Claud, Good morrow, mastei-s ; each his several

way.
D. Pedro, Come, let us hence, and put on otheir

weeds
;

And then to Leonato's we will go.

Claud. And, Hymenj now witfi luckier issue

speed 's,

Than this, for whom, we rendered up this woe !

SCENE IV.

A room in Leonato's: house.

Enter LEONATO, ANTONIO, BENEDICK,
BEATRICE, URSULA, Friur, and HERO.
Friar. Did I not tell you, she was innocent?
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac-

cus'd her
Upon the error, that you heard debated :

But Margaret was in some fault for this;
Although against lier will, as it appears
In the true course of all the question,
Ant. VVell, I am glad that all things sort so well.
Be7te. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen aH,
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Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves;
And, when I send for you^ come hither mask'd

;

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour
To visit me :—You know your office, brother

;

You must be father to your brother's daughter.
And give her to young Claudio. [Fa-eunt Ladies,
Ant. Which I will do with confirm 'dcountenance-.
Bene. Friar, T must entreat your pains, I think.
Friar. To do what, signior ?

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.—
Signior Leouato, truth it ia, good signior,
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour.
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her; 'Tis most

true.

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her,
Lton. The sight whereof, 1 think, you had from me,

FromClaudio,and theprince ; But what's your will ?

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical

:

But for my will, my will is, your good will
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined
In the estate of honourable marriage ;

—

In which, good friav, I shall desire your help.
Leon. My heart is with your liking.
Friar. And my help.

Here comes the prince, and Claudio.

Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIO, with At-
tendants.

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly.
Leon

. G ood morrow, prince ; good mon-ow,
Claudio

;

We here attend you ; Are you yet determin'd
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter?

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiep.
Leo/i. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar

ready. [Ea'it Antonio.
D.Pedro. Good morrow, Benediek : Why, what's

tlie matter,
That you have such a February face.
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ?

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull :

—

Tush, fear not, man, we'U tip thy horns with gold.
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee;
As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
When he would play the noble beast in love.
Bent. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low

;

And some such strange btill leap'd your father's cow.
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And got a calf in that same notle feat.

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat.

Re-enter ANTONIO, wWi the Ladies masked.

Claud. For this 1 owe you : here come other

reckonings

.

Which is the lady I must seize upon?
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.

Ckiud. VVhy, then she's mine : Sweet, let rae

see your face.

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her

hand
Before this friar, and swear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar;

I am your husband, if you like of me.
Hsro. And when I lived, I was your other wife:

\^Unm(tshine.

And when you loved, you were my other husiband,
|

Clniid^ Another Hero ?

Hero. Nothing certainev

;

One Hero died defil'd ; but I do live,

And, surely as I live, I am a maid.
L>. Pedro. The former Hero! Hero, that is

dead !

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander

lived

.

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify;

When, after that the holy rites are ended,
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death :

Mean time, let wonder seem familiar.

And to the chapel let us presently.

Jiene. Soft and fair, friar,—Which is Beatrice?

Beat. I answer to that name
;

\_Unmas&iJig\

What is your will ?

Bene. Do not you love me?
Beat. No, no more than reason.

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and

Claudio,
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene. No, no more than reason.

Beat. Why, thenmy cousin, Margaret and Ursula,

Ai'e much deceived ; for they did swear, you did.
,

Bene. They swore, that you were almost sick for
|

me.
Beat. They swore, that you were well-nigh dead

for me.
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Bene. 'Tis no such matter :—Then, you do not
love me ?

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense.
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gen-

tleman.
Claud. And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves

her

;

For here's a paper, written in his hand,
A hailing sonnet of his own pure brain,
Fashioii'd to Beatrice.

Jf^ro. And here's another.
Writ in my causin's hand, stolen from her pocket.
Containing her affection unto Benedick.
Bene. A miracle

! here's our own hands against
our hearts !—Come, I will have thee ; but, by this
light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. I would not deny you ;—but, by this good
day, I yield upon great persuasion

;
and, partly, to

save your life, for I was told you were iii a con-
sumption .

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth.—
\_Kissing her.

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick the married
man ?

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince ; a college of
wit-crackera cannot fiout me out of my humour

:

Dost thou think I care for a satire, or an epigram ?

No : if a man will be beaten with brains, he shall
wear nothing handsome about him : In brief, since
I do purpose to marry, I will think nothing to any
purpose that the world can say against it ; and
therefore never flout at me for what I have said
against it ; for man is a giddy thing, !uid this is
my conclusion.—For thy part, Claudio,"^ did think
to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to
be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin.

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst have de-
nied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee
out_ of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer

;

which, out of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin
do not look exceeding narrowly to thee.

Bene. Come, come, wf, are friends :—let's have a
dance ere we are married, that we may lighten
our own hearts, and our wives' heels.

Leon. We'll have dancing aftei-wards.
Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, piay,musiek.

—

Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a
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wife : there is no staff more reverend than one

tipped with horn.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in

flight,

And brought with armed men back to Messina.
Bene. Think not on him till to-monow ; TU

devise thee brave punishments for him.—Strike up,

pipers. [Dnnce.

{Exeunt,
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ACT I. SCENE I.

An apaTiment in the Duke's palace.

Enter DUKE, ESCALUS, Lords, and Attendants,
Duke. Escalus

—

Escal. My lord.
Duke. Of government the properties to unfold,

WouUl seem in me to affect speech and discourse;
Since I am put to know, that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you : Then no more remains
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able.
And let them work. The nature of our people.
Our city's institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you are as pregnant in.
As art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember : There is our commission,
From which we would not have you warn.—Call

hither,

I say, bid come before us Angelo.

—

{^Eo-'it an Attendant,
What figure of us think you he will bear?
For you must know, we have ivith special soul
Elected him our absence to supply

;

Lent him our terror, drest him with our love
;And given his deputation all the organs

Of our own power : What think you of it 1

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and honour.
It is lord Angelo.

Enter ANGELO.
Dtike. Look, where he comes.
Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will,

I come to kuow your pleasure.
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Duke. Angelo,

There is a land of eharactei- in thy life.

That, to the observer, doth thy history

Fully unfold: Thyself and thy belongings

Are not thine own so proper, as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee.

Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ;

Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd,

But to fine issues ; nor nature nevei* lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence.

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor.

Both thanks and use. Sut I do bend my speech

To one, that can my part in him advertise;

Hold therefore, Angelo
;

In our remove, be thou at full ourself

Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus,

Though first in question, is thy secondary :

Take thy commission.
^ng. Now, good my lord,

I>et there be some more test made of my metal.

Before EO noble and so great a figure

Be stamp'd upon it.

Duke. No more evasion :

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice

Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours.

Our haste from hence is of so quick condition.

That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestioned

Matters of needful value. We shall write to you,

As time and our conceniings shall imp6rtune.

How it goes with us ; and do look to know
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you

Of your commissions.
^ng. Yet, give l£ave, my lord.

That we may bring you something on the way.
Duke. My haste may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do

With any scruple : your scope is as mine own

;

So to enforce, or qualify the laws.

As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand;

I'll privily away : I love the people,

But do not like to stage me to their eyes;

ITiough it do well, I do not relish well
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Their loud applause, and aves vehement;
Kor do I think tht man of Kafe discretion,
That does aiFect it. Once more, fare you well.

-^fl^. The heavens give safety to your piii'poses?

Jiscnl. Lead forth,and bring you back ia happiness.
Duke. I thank you : Fare you well. \E3.-U.
Bscnt. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave

To have free speech 'vith you , and it concerns me
To look into the bottom oi my place

:

A power I have ; but of what strength and nature
I am not yet instructed.

Ang. 'Tis so with me :—Let uswithdraw together,
And we may soon oitr satisfaction have
Toucldng that point.

Escal. ru wait upon your honour.

SCENE II.

A street.

Enter LUCIO, and two Gentleman.

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why,
then all the dukes fall upon the k-ing.

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the
king of Hungary's !

3 Gent. Amen.
Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious

pirate, that went to sea with the ten command-
ments, but scraped one oat of the table.

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ?

Lucio. Ay, that he razed,
1 Gent. Why, 'twas a commandment to com-

mand the captain and all the rest from their func-
tions

;
they put forth to steal : There's not ii soldier

of us all, ,that, in the thanksgiving before meat,
idoth relish the petition well, that prays for peace.
2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee; for, I think, thou never
wast where grace was said.

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least.

1 Gent. "What? in metre f

Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language.
- 1 Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay! why not? Grace is grace, despite of
all controversy : As for example ; Thou thyself art

£ wicked villain, despite of all grace.
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1 Gent. Wellj there went but a pair of sheers
between us.

Lucio. I grant ; as there may between the lists

and the velvet ; Thou art the list.

1 Gent. And thou the velvet : thou art good
velvet

J
thou art a three-pil'd piece, I warrant thee :

I had as lief he a list of an English kersey, as be
pil'd, as thou art pil'd, for a French velvet. Do I

speak feelingly now ?

Lucio, I think thou dost; and, indeed, with most
painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of thine

own confession, leam to begin thy health
;

but,

whilst I live, forget to drink after thee.

1 Gent, I think I have done royself wrong ; have
I not?
2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast; whether thou art

tainted or free.

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation

comes ! I have purchased a? many diseases under
her roof, as come to

—

2 Gent. To what, I pray?
1 Gent. Judge.
3 Gent. To three thousand dollars a-year.

1 Gent. Ay, and more.
Lucio. A French crown more.
1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in met

but thou art full of error ; I am sound.

Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, liealthy j but

so sound, as things that are hollow : thy bones ara

hollow; impiety has made a feast of thee.

Enter Bawd.

1 Gent. How now? Which of your hips has the

most profound sciatica ?

Bawd. Well, well ; there's one yonder arrested,

&nd carried to prison, was worth five thousand of

you all.

1 Gent. Who's that, I pray thee ?

Bawd. MaiTy, sir, that's Claudio^ signior Claudio.

1 Gent- Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so.

Bawd. Nay, but I know, 'tis so: I saw him ar-;

rested ; saw him carried away ;
and, which is more,

within these three days his head's to be chopped off.

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not

have it so ; Art thou sure of this ?

Bawd. I am too sure of it : ajld it is for getting

niadam Julietta with child.
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Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised to
meet me two hours since ; and he was ever precisem promise-keeping,

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something
near to the speech we had to such a pui-pose.

1 Gent, But most of all, agreeing with the pro-
clamation.

Lucio. Away
; let's go learn the truth of it.

, „, {.Ea-eunt Lucio and Gentlemen.
JJawd. Ihus, what with the war, what with the

sweat, what with the gallows, and what with po-
verty, I am custom-shrunk. How now ? what's th*
news with you ?

Enter Clown.

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison.
Bawd. Well; what has he done?
Clo. A woman,
Bawd. But what's his offence ?

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.
Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him.
Clo. No

;
but there's a woman with maid by him''

lou have not heard of the proclamation, have you '

Bawd. What proclamation, man?
Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must

be pluck d down.
Bau-d. And what shall become of those in the city''
Clo. They shall stand for seed : they had gone

down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.
Bawd. But shall all our houses of resort in the

suburbs be pull'd down?
Clo. To the ground, mistress.
Bawd. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the

commonwealth
! What shall become of me 1

Clo. Come; fear not you: good counsellors lack
no clients : though you change your place, you need
not change your trade ; I'll be your tapster still.
Courage

; there will be pity taken on you : you,
tJiat have worn your eyes almost out in the service
you will be considered.
Baad. What's to do here, Thomas Tapster? Let's

withdraw.
Clo. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the

provost to prison ; and there's madam Juliet.
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SCENE III.

The same.

Enter Provost, CLAUDIO, JULIET, and Oncers,
LUCIO, and two Gentlemen.

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to

the world ?

Bear me to prison, where T am committed.
Prov. I do it not in evil dispositionj

But IVom lord Angelo by special charge.

Claud. Thus can the demi-god, Authority,

Make us pay dowa for our offence by weight.

—

The words of heaven on whom it will, it will

;

On whom it will not, so
;
yet still 'tis just.

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio ? whence comes
this restraint ?

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty :

As surfeit is the father of much fast.

So every scope by the immoderate use

Turns to restraint; Our natures do pursue
[Like rats that ravin dowri their proper bane,)

A thirsty evil ; and, when we di-ink, we die.

Lucio.' If I could speak so wisely under an r.rreyt,

I would send for certain of my creditors : And yet,

to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of

freedom, as the morality of imprisonment.—What's
thy offence, Claudio ?

Claud. What, but to speak of, would offend sigain.

Lucio. What is it? murder
Claud. No.
Lucio. Lechery?
Claud. Call it so.

Prov. Away, sir; you must go.

Claud. One word, good friend :—Lucio, a word
with you. [TizA-jnjf him aside.

Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good.—

Is lechery so look'd after?

Claud. Thus stands it with me:—Upon a true

contrtict

I got possession of Julietta's bed
;

You know the lady ; she is fast my wife.

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward order : this we came not to.

Only for propagation of a dower
Bemaining in the coffer of her friends j



Sc. 3. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 77

From Tvhom we thought it meet to hide our love.
Till time had made them for us. But it chances.
The stealth of our most mutufd entertainment.
With character too jji-oss, is writ on Juliet.

Lucio. With child, perhaps ?

Claud. Unhappily, even so.
And the new deputy now for the duke,—
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of nermess ;Or whether that the body public be
A horse, whereon the governor doth ride,
Who, newly in tlie seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur:
Whether the tyranny be in his place.
Or in his eminence that fills it up,
I stagger in :—But this new governor
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties.
Which have, like unscour'd armour, bung by the

wall
So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round.
And none of them been worn

; and, for a name.
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act
Freshly on me :

—
'tis surely, for a name.

Lucio. I warrant, it is : and thy head stands so
tickle on thy shoulders, that a milk-maid, if she be
in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and
appeal to him.

Claud. I have done so, but he's not to be found.
I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service :

This day my sister should the cloister enter.
And there receive her approbation :

Acquaint her with the danger of my state
;

Implore hcr, in my voice, that lihe make friends
To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him

;

I have_ great hope in that: for in her youth
There is a prone and speechless dialect.
Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous

art,

When she will play with reason and discourse.
And well she can persuade.

Lucio. I pray, she may: as well for the encou-
ragement of the like, which else would stand under
grievous imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life,

who I would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost
at a game of tick-tack. I'll to her.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.
Lucio. Within two hours,
Claud. Come, officer, away. \_Ea:eiint<
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SCENE IV.

A monastery.

Enter DUKE and Friar Thomas.

Duke. No; holy father; throw away that thought;
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love
Can pierce a cbmplete bosom : why I desire thee

To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.

Fri. May your fjrace speak of it?

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd

;

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies.
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps.
I have delivered to lord Angelo
(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence,)

My absolute power and place here in Vienna,
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland

;

For so I have strew'd it in the common ear,

And so it is received : Now, pious sir,

You will demand of me, why I do this 7

Fri. Gladly, my lord.

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting^

laws, "

(The needful bits and curbs for headstront; steeds,)

Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep j

Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave,

That goes not out to prey ; Now, as fond fathers

Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch.

Only to stick it in their children's sight,-

For terror, not to use ; in time the rod
Becomes more moek'd, than fear'd : so our decrees.

Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead

;

And liberty plucks justice by the nose
;

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum.

Fri. It rested in your grace

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas'd

:

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd.
Than in lord Angelo.

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful:
Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope.

^Twould be my tyranny to strike, and ^z\\ them
For what I bid them do : For we bid this be done,

When evil deeds have their permissive pass,
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And not the piinisliment. Therefore, indeed, my
father,

1 have oil Anpelo impos'd the office ;

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home.
And yet my nature never in the sight.

To do it slander : And to behold his sway,
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order.
Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee.
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action.
At our more leisure shall I render you

;

Only, this one ;—Lord Angelo is precise
;

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses.
That his blood flows, or that his appetite
Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see.
If power change purpose, what our seemers be.

SCENE V.

^ nunnery.

Enter ISABELLA and FRANCISCA.
Is/id. And have you nuns no further privileges?
Fran. Are net these large enough ?

ls(^. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more;
But rather wishing a more strict restraint

Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare.
Lucio. Ho ! Peace be in this place ! [^Vithin-I
/sub. Who's that which calls?
Fran. It is a man's voice : Gentle Isabella,

Turn you the key, and know his business of him

;

You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn :

When yi)u have vow'd, you must not sfeak with
men.

But in the presence of the prioress :

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face ;

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.
He calls again ; 1 pray you answer him.

l^xit Franciscn.
Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is^t that calls ?

Enter LUCIO.
Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheel-

roses

Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me.
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,

_



80 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Act 1

A novice of ttia place, and the fair sister
To her unhappy brother Claudio ?

'

/sab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask;
The rather, for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella, and his sister.

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly
greets you :

Not to be weary with you, he's in prison.
Ist(d. Woe me! For what ?

Z ucio
. For that which , ifmyselfmight he his judg-E,

He should receive his punishment in thanks

:

He hatli j^ot his friend with child.
IsaO. Sir, make me not your story.
^ucio. It is true.

I would not—though 'tis my familiar sin
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest.
Tongue far from heart,—play with all virgins so :

I hold you as a thing ensky'd, and sainted
;

By your renouncement, an immortal spirit
j

And to be talk'd with in sincerity.
As with a saint.

/salt. You do blaspheme the good in mocking mel
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, 'tis

thus :

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd :

As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time,
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings
To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.

Isad. Some one with child by him ?

—

Mt cousin
Juliet?

Lucio. Is she your cousin ?

fsal). Adoptedly; as school-maids change their
names.

By vain though apt affection.

Lucio. She it is.

Isab. O, let him marry her !

Lucio. This is the point.
The duke is very strangely gone from hence

;

Bore many gentlemen, m.yself being one,
In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn
By those, that know the very nerves of state.
His givings out were of an infinite distance
From his true-meant design. Upon his place.
And with full line of his authority.
Governs lord Angelo ; a man, whose blood
Is very snow-broth j one who never feels
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The wanton stinga and motions of the sense
;

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study and fast.
He (to give fear to use and liberty.
Which have, for lonj;, run by the hideous law.
As mice by lionsj) hath pick'd out an act.
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life

Falls into forfeit : he an'ests him on it

;

And follows close the rigour of the statute,
To make him an example ; all hope is gone.
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo ; And that's my pith
Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother.

Jsab. Doth he so seek his life ?

Lv.cio. Has censiir'd him
Already

;
and, as I hear, the provost hath

~A warrant for his execution.
Isah. Alas ! what poor ability's in me

To do him good ?

Lucio. Assay the power you have.
Jsab. My power ! Alas ! I doubt,

—

Ltccio. Our doubts are traitori.
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
iJy fearing to attempt : Go to lord Angelo,
And let him leani to know, when maidens sue.
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel.
All their petitions are as freely theirs
As they themselves would owe tliem.

Isab. I'll see what I can do.
I-ucie. But, speedily.
Isab. I will about it straight;

No longer staying but to give the mother
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you :

Commend me to my brother : soon at night
I'll send him certain word of my success.
Lucio. I take my leave of you.
Jsab. Good sir, adieu. \_Ba-'eunt.

ACT II. SCENE I.

A hall in Angela's house.

Enter ANGELO, ESCALUS, a Justice, Provost,
Officers, and other Attendants.

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law.
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it
Their perch, and not their terror.
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EscaL Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and ratlier cut a little.

Than fan,and bruise to death : Alas ! this gentleman.
Whom I would save, had a most noble father.

Let tut your honour know,
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,)

That, in the working of your own affections.

Had time coher'd with place, or place with wishing.

Or that the resolute acting of your blood
Could have attain'd the effect of your own purpose.

Whether you had not sometime in your life

Err'd in this point, which now you censure him.

And pull'd the law upon you.

^fig. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Anotlier thing to fall. I not deny,
The jury, passing on the prisoner's Hfey

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try : What's open made to

justice.

That justice seizes. What know the laws,

That thieves do pass on thieves ? Tis very pregnant,

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it.

Because we see it; but what we do not see.

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not so extenuate bis offence.

For I have had such faults ; but rather tell me.
When I, that censure him, do so offend,

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death,

And nothing come 'in partial. Sir. he must die.

Esc'il. Be it as your wisdom will.

Ang. Where is the provost?

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.
Ang. See, that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning

:

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd
;

For that's the utmost of his pilgrimage.

YEd-it Provost.

j^scfl/. Welljheaven forgivehim ! and forgive us all I

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall :

Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none

;

And some condemned for a fault alone,

Enter ELBOW, FROTH, Clown, OJficers, §-c.

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good

people in a common-weal, that do nothing but use

their abuses in common houses, I know no law \

bring them away.
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j4ng. How norw, sir f What's your name T and
what's the matter T

Elh. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke's
constable, and my name is Elbow ; I do lean upon
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good
honour two notorious benefactors.

An;^. Benefactors X Well ; what benefactors are
they? are they not malefactors ?

Klb. If it please your honour, I know not well
what they are : but precise villains they are, that I
am sure of; and void of all profanation in the
world, that good christians ought to have.

Esr.al. This comes off well
; here's a wise officer.

Ang. Go to : What quality are they of? Elbow
is your name ? Wliy dost thou not speak, Elbow ?

Clo. He cannot, sir ; he's out at elbow.
Ang. What are you, sir ?

^ib. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one
that serves a bad woman ; whose house, sir, was,
as they say, pluck'd do^vn in the suburbs ; and now
she professes a hot-house, which, I think, is a very
ill house too,

Escal. How know you that?
Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven

and your honour,

—

Escnt, Howt thy wife?
Klb. Ay, sir

; whom, I thank heaven, is an ho-
nest woman,

—

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore ?
Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well

as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd's house,
It IS pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.
Escnl. How dost thou know that, constable?
Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife

;
who, if she had

been a woman cardinally given, might have been
I

accused in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanli-
iiess there.

Escnt. By the woman's means ?
Elb, Ay, sir, by mistress Overdone's means: but

as she spit in his face, so she defied him.
Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so.
Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou

honourable man, prove it.

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces 7

[7b Angela.
Clo. Sir, she came in preat with child ; and

longing (saving your hoaour's reverence,) for stew'd
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prunes ; sir, we had but two in the housCj which
at that very distant time stood, as it were, in a

fruit-dish, a dish of some three-pence
;
your honours

have seen such dishes; they are not China dishes,

hut very good dishes.

EsciU. Go to, go to ; no matter for the dish, sir.

Clo. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin
;
you are therein

in the right: but, to the point: As I say, this mis-
tress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being
great-belly'd, and longing, as I said, for prunes;
and having but two in the dish, as I said, master
Froth here, this very man, having eaten the rest,

as I said, and, as I say, paying for them veiy ho-
nestly ;—for, as yon know, master Froth, I could

not give you three-pence again.

Froth. No, indeed.
Clo. Very well: you being then, if you be re-

mejnber'd, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes.

Froth. Ay, so I did, indeed.
Clo. Why, very well : I telling you then, if you

be remembered, that such a one, and such a one,

were past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they
kept veiy good diet, as T told you.

Froth. All this is true.

Clo. Why, very well then.

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool ; to the pur-

pose. What was done to Elbow's ivife, that he

hath cause to complain of? Come me to what was
done to her.

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

EscaL No, sir, nor I mean it not.

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your

honour's leave : And, I beseech you, look into

master Froth here, sir ; a man of fourscore pound
a year ; whose father died at Hallowmas :— Was't
Dot at Hallowmas, master Froth?

Froth. All-hollond eve.

Clo. Why, very well; I hope here be truths:

He, sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir;

—

'twas iu the Burick of Grapes, where, indeed, you

have a delight to sit: Have you not?
Froth. I have so ; l)ecauae it is an open room,

and good for winter,
Ch. Why, very well then ;—I hope here be truths.

t^ng. Tliis will last out a night in Russia,

When nights are longest there : I'll take my leave.

And leave you to the hearing of the cause
;
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Hoping, you'll find good cause to whip them all.
hscnl. I think no less : Good morrow to your

lordship. [-^^^-^ Angeh.
Now, sir, come on : What was done to Elbow's
wife, once more ?

ao. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to her once.
I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man

did to my wife.
Clo. I beseech your honour, ask me.
Escat. Well, sir: Whatdid this gentleman to her?
Uo. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman's

face:—Good master Froth, look upon his honour;
as for a good purpose : Doth your honour mark
CIS face?

Escal. Ay, sir, very well.
Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well.
Sscttl. Wsll, I do so.
Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his face '

Escnl. Why, no.
Clo. I'll be supposed upon a book, his face is the

worst thmg about him : Good then ; if his face be
the worst thing about him, how could master Froth
do the constable's wife any harm ? I would k-now
that of your honour.

Escal. He's in the right : Constable, what sav
you to It? '

Elb, First, an it like you, the houso is a respected
house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his
mistr-iss is a respeoted woman.

Clo. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more re-
spected person than any of us all.

^'lli- ^ arlei, thou liest ; thou liest, wicked varlet

:

the time is yet to come, that she was ever respected
with man, woman, or child.

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before he
married witli her.

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice, or
Iniquity?—Is this true?
Elb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou

wicked Hannibal ! I respected with her. before I
was married to her? If ever I was respected with
her, or she with me, let not your worship think
me the poor duke's officer Prove this, thou mcked
Hannibal, or I'll have mine action of battery on
thee,

E^:cal. If he took you a box o* the ear, you might
ii2vs your action of slander too.
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Elb. Marry^ I thank your good worship for it:

What is't your worship's pleasure I should do with

this wicked <;aitiff ?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some

offences in him, that thou wouldst discover if thou

couldst, let him continue in hia courses, till thou

Icnow'st what they are.

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it :—Thou
seest, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon

thee ; thou art to continue now, thou varlet ; thou

art to continue.

Escal. Where were you born, friend? [7b FfOth.

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year?
Froth. Yes, and't please you, sir.

Escal. So.—Wliat trade are you of, sir ?

[To the Clown.

Clo. A tapster ; a poor widow's tapster,

Escal. Your mistress's name?
Clo. Mistress Over-done.
Escal. Hath she had any more than one husband?

Clo. Nine, sir ; Over-done by the last.

Escal, Nine !—Come hither to me, master Froth.

Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted

with tapsters
;

they will draw you, master Frotli,

and you will hang them : Get you gone, and let

me hear no more of you.

Froth. I thank your worship : For mine ovra. part,

I never come into any room in a taphouse, but I am
d,rawn in.

Escal. Well ; no more of it, master Froth : fare-

well. \_E3it Froth.']—Come you hither to me, master

tapster; what's your name, master tapster?

Clo. Pompey.
Escal. What else ?

Clo, Bum, sir.

Escal. 'Troth^ and your bum is the greatest thing

about you ; so that, ii» the beastliest sense, you are

Pompey the great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd,

Fompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster.

Are you not? come, tell me true; it shall be the

better for you.
Clo. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow, that would

live,

Escnl. How would you live, Pompey? by bein-j

fi bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pojn-

pey ? is it a lawful trade i
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Clo. If the law would allow it, sir.
i-scal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey

nor It shall not be aUowed in Vienna
'

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and spar
all the youth in the city ? ^ '

Escttt. No, Pompey.

.l,5'°' tT™'^' "! P°<"' opinion, they will to't

n„d tL Z"""' """'"P "'d" for the drabsand the Inaves, you need not to fear the bawds.
£,scal. Xhere are pretty orders beginnine, I can

tell you
:

It IS but heading and han^ng.
*

Uo. If you head and bang aU that offend thatway but for ten year together, you'll be glad to

f 1
J °

-if-

'omnnssion for more heads. If this law

nit, after three pence a bay: If you live to seethis come to pass, say, Pompey told yon so.

ouSfiV ''"'i'
^""^ Pompey; and, in re-

quital of your prophecy, hark you,-I advise you,T J""*
^-on before me again upon anjjcomplamt whatsoever, no, not for lwellin| wherj

you do
!

if I do, Pompev, I shall beat you to yourten
, and prove a shrewi Ca.sar to you'; in p^laindealing, Pompey, I shall have you ihipt : si for

this time, Pompey, fare you well,

ho, I '.Lll'f'n
worship for your good counsel;

he"ertfer^°!ir
""^ "'"'^ ^0"-= ^"^'i

Whip me / No, no ; let carman whip his jade ;The viUiant heart's not whipt out ofhis trade. tfLu^scl. Come hither to me, master Elbow; come
hither, master Constable. How long have ypu beenm this place of constable ?

'

Sli. Seven year and a half, sir.

,f.uA ' ••'.""Slit, by your readi;iess ii, tie offlce,

^ea"rs' tiS'rT'* " ^ ^™ ^^'-^

£16. And a half, sir.

Sscal. Alas
! it hath been gi-eat pains to yon IIhey do yon w-rong to put you so oft upon't : Are

there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it?A». l-aith, sir, few of any wit in such matters •

as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me forinem; 1 do it for some piece of money, and ^othrough with all.
J' o

Escal. Look you, bring me in the names of sameIK or seven, the most sufficient of your parish,



S3 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Act 2.

Eli. To your worship's house, sir ?

Escal. To my house: Fare you well. lExit

Stbow.'] What's o'clock, think you !

Just. Eleven, sir.

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with rr.e.

Just. I humWy thank you.
, - j-

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio
; (

But there's no remedy. ' '

Just. Lord Angelo is severe.

Escal. I* needful:

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so ;

PaidoB is still the nurse of second woe

;

But vet,—Poor Claudio !—There's no remedy.

Come, sir.
lExmnt.

SCENE II.

Another room in the same.

Enter Provost and a Servant.

Serv. He's hearing ofa cause; he will come straight.

I'll tell him of you.

Prov. Pray you, do. [Ea-!t Servant.^ 1 11 know

His pleasure ;
may be, he will relent :

Alas,

He hath but as oftended in a dream

!

All sects, all ages smack of this vice ; and he

To die for it !^

Enter ANGELO.
Ang Now, what's the matter, provost!

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow!

Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea? hadst thou not order!

Why dost thou ask again ?

Prox,, Lest I might be too rasa:

Under your good correction, I have seen.

When, after execution, judgment hath

Kepented o'er his doom.
Go to ; let that be minei

Do you your office, or give up your place.

And you shall well be spar'd.

Prov. I crave your honour's pardon.-

What shaU be done, sir, with the gioaning Juliet!

She's very near her hour.

Ang. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed.

' Re-enter Servant.

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn'd,

Dfisires aecesi to you.
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^nff. Hath he a sister?

Pron. Ay, itry good lord ; a very virtuous maid.
And to be shortly of a sisterhood.

If not already.

j^np. Well, let her be admitted.
\_E.rit Servant.

See you, the fornicatress be remov'd
;

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means j

There shall be order for it.

Enter LUCIO and I&ABELLA.
Prov. Save your honour! ^O^erinff to retire.

Ajig. Stay a little while.

—

\1'q Isab7\ You are
welcome : AV hat's your will ?

hnh. T am a, woeful suitor to your honour.
Please but your honour hear me.
Ang. Well ; what's your suit ?

/snA. There is a vice, that most I do abhor.
And most desire should meet the bloiv of justice ;.

For which I would not plead, but that I must;
For which I must not plead, but that I am
At war, ''twixtwill, and will not.

Aug, Well the matter X

Isao. I have a brother is condemned to die

:

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,

And not my brother,

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces !

Ang, Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it!

Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done :

Mine were the very cipher of a function.

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record.
And let go by the actor.

Isali. O just, but severe law !

I had a brother then.—Heaven keep j'our honour *

\_Retiring.

Lucio. [To Isab.'] Give't not o'er so : to him
again, intreat him

;

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown
You are too cold : if you should need a pin.

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it:

To him, I say.

Isab. Must he needs die?
Ang. Maiden, no remedy,
iiew. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him„

And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy..
Ang, I will not do't.

/ffofr. Bat can you, if you, wauldl^
3a
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Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.
Isub, But might you do't, and do the world no

wrong,
If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse
As mine is to him ?

Ang. He's sentenced ; 'tis too late.

Lucio. You are too cold. [71/ Isabella.

Isfil). Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a word.
May call it back again : Well believe this,

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs,

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword.
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe.
Become them with one half so good a grace,
As mercy does. If he had been as you.
And you as he, you would have slipt like him;
But he, like you, would not have been so stern.

-^/ig- Pray you, begone.
Isfcb. I would to heaven I had your potency^

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus .'

No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge.
And what a prisoner.

Lucio. Ay, touch him: there's the vein. [^Aside;

Ang, Your brother is a forfeit of the law.
And you but waste your words.

Isab. Alas ! alas !

Why, all the souls, that were, were forfeit once j

And He, that might the vantage best have took,.

Found out the remedy : How would you be.
If He, which is the top of judgment, should
But judge you as you are 2 O, think on that;
And mercy then will breathe within your lips,

Like man new made.
j4ng. Be you content, fair maid j

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother

:

Were he my kinsman, brother, on my son.

It should be thus with him ;—he must die to-mor-
row.

Isab. To-morrow? O, that's sudden ! Spare him,
spare him ;

He's not prepar'd for death ! Even for our kitchens
We kill the fowl of season

; sliall we serve heaven
With less respect than we do minister
To our gross selves f Good, good my lord, bethink

you :

Who is it, that hath died for this offence ?

There's many have committed it.

1mci9, Ay, well said-
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Ang. 'Hie law hath not been dead, though it

halh slept

:

Those many had not dar^d to do that evil.
If the first man, that did the edict infringe.
Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake ;

Takes note of what is done
; and, like a prophet.

Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils,
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd.
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,)
Are now to have no successive degrees.
But, where they live, to end.

Isab. Yet show some pity.
Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice ;

For then I pity those I do not know.
Which a dismissed offence would after gall

;

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong,.
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied

;

Your brother dies to-morrow
; be content.

Isub. So you must be the first, that gives this
sentence

;

And he, that suffers : O, it is excellent
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.
I.uch, That's well said.
Isnb. Could great men thunder

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet.
For every pelting, petty officer.

Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing buft
thunder.

Merciful heaven

!

Thou rather, v.'ith thy shai-p and sulphurous bolt,
Split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak,
Than the soft myrtle ;—O, but man, proud man

!

Drest in a little brief authority
;

Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd,
His glassy essence,—like an angi-y ape.
Plays such fantastick tricks before high heaven.
As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens.
Would all themselves laugh mortal.

Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench : he will relent

;

He's coming, I perceive't,

Prov. Pray heaven, she win him !

hub. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself r

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ;
But, in the less, foul profanation.
iucw. Thou'rt in. the right, gixl ; more o'that.
Isab. That in the capt^u^s but a cholerick woid^
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Whict in the soldier is flat blasphemy.
Lucio. Art advis'd that? more oii*t.

Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me ?

hah. Because authority, though it err like others,
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself.

That skins the vice o' the top : Go to your bosom
;

Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know.
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess
A natural guiltiness, such as is his.

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against my brother's life.

Ang. She speaks, and 'tis

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. Fare
you well.

Isab, Gentle my lord, turn back.
Ang, I will bethink me :—come again to-morrow.
Jsab, Hark, how I'll bribe you : Good my lord,

turn back.
Ang. How [ bribe me ?

Jsab. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall share
with you.

Lucio. You had marr'd all else.

Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold.
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor.
As fancy values them : but with true prayers.
That shall be up at heaven, and entei' there.

Ere sun-rise
;
prayers from preserved souls.

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate
To nothing temporal.
Ang, Well ; come to me

To-morrow.
Lucio. Go to ; it is well

; away. [Aside to Isahet.

Isab, Heaven keep your honour safe !

Ang. Amen : for I

Am that way going to temptation, [Aside,
Where prayers cross.

Isab, At what hour to-morrow
Shall I attend your lordship?
Ang. At any time 'fore noon.
Isab, Save your honour !

mnt Lucio, Isabella, and Provost.
Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue !—

What's this ? what's this ? Is this her fault, or mine?
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most? Ha!
Not she ; nor doth she tempt; but it is I,

That lying by the violet, in the sun.
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower.
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Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be.
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground

enough.
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary.
And pitcli our evils there ? O, fie, lie, fie !

What dost thou? or what art thou, Angelo?
Dost thou desire her foully, for those things
That make her good ? O, let her brother live :

Thieves for their robbery have authority,
"When judges steal themselves. What? do I love her.
That I desire to hear her speak af^ain.

And feast upon her eyes ? What is't I dream on ?

0 cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint.

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous
Is that tem2>tation, that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue : never could the strumpet,
With all her double vigour, art, and nature.
Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite ;—Ever, till now.
When men were fond, I smil'd, and wonder'd how.

SCENE III.

A room in a prison .

Enter DUKE, habited like a Friar, and Provost.

Duke, Hail to you, provost ! so, I think you are.
Prov. I am the piovost : What's your ivill, good

fi-iar ?

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless'd order,
1 come to visit the afflicted spirits

Here in the prison : do me the common right
To let me see them ; and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister
To them accordingly.
Prov. I would do more than that, if more were

needful,

EnUr JULIET.
Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine.
Who falling in the flames of her own youth.
Hath blister'd her report : She is with child ;

And he, that got it, sentenc'd : a young man,
More fit to do another such offence.
Than die for this.

Duke. When must he die ?

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow.

—
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J have provided for you
;
stay a while, [7'o Juliet,

And you shall be conducted.
Duke, Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry?
Juliet. I do ; and bear the shame most patiently.
Du.^. "'1 teach you how you shall arraign your

conscience.

And try your penitence, if it be sound.
Or hollowly put on.

Juliet. ril gladly learn.
Duke. Love you the man, that wrong'd you ?

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman, that wrong'd him.
Duke. So then, it seems, your most ofFencefuI act

Was m\itually committed?
Juliet. Mutually.
Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.

Juliet. I do confes's it, and repent it, father.

Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter ; But lest you do
repent.

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,

—

Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not
heaven

;

Showing, we'd not spare heaven, as we love it.

But as we stand in fear,

—

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil

;

And take the shame with joy.
Duke. There rest.

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow.
And I am going with instruction to him.

—

Juliet. Must die to-morrow ! O, injurious love.

That respites me a life, whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror !

SCENE IV.

A room in Angeh's house.

Enter ANGELO.
Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and

To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words

;

Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew its name

;

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil

Of my conception : The state whereon I studied.
Is like a good thing, being often read.

Grac3 go with you ! Benedicite .' [Ea'it.

Prov. 'Tis pity of him. \_Exeunt.



Sc. 4. MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 95

Orown fear'd and tedious ;
yea, my gravity,

Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride,

Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O form!
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls

"To thy false seeming ! Blood, thou still art blood ;

Let's vo-ite good angel on the devil's horn,

'Tis not the devil's crest.

Enter Servant.

How now, who's there 1

Serv. One Isabel, a sister.

Desires access to you.

j-ing. Teach her the way. {^TfJait Serv*

O heavens

!

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart

;

Making both it unable for itself,

And dispossessing all my other parts

Of necessary fitness ?

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons;
Come all to help him, and so stop the air.

By which he should revive ; and even so

The general, subject to a well-wish'd king,

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love

Must needs appear offence.

Enter ISABELLA.
Bow now, fair maid ?

/sab. I am come to know your pleasure.

^ng. That you might know it, would much better

please me.
Than to demand what 'tis. Yourbrothercanuotlive.

Isab. Even so ?—Heaven keep your honour !

{^Retiring.

Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be.

As long as you, or I : Yet he must die.

Isab, Under your sentence?

^ng. Yea.
Isah. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve.

Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted.

Thai his soul sicken not.

Attg. Ha ! Fie, these filthy vices ! It were as good
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen

A man already made, a^ to remit

Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven's image,
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In stamps that are forbid : 'tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made.
As to put mettle in restrained means.
To make a false one.

Isab. 'Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth.
j4ng. Say you so ? then I shall pose you quickly.

Which had you rather, That the most just law
Now took your brother's life 5 oi", to reieem him.
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness,
As she that he hath stain'd ?

Isab. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my soul,

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; Our compell'd sins

Stand more for number than accomot.
Isab. How say you ?

^ng. Nay, I'll not wan-ant that ; for I can speak
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ;

—

I, now the voice of the recorded law.
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life :

Might there not be a charity in sin

Tjo save this brother's life ?

Isab. Please you to do't,
I'll take it as a peril to my soul.

It is no sin at all, but charity.

^ng. Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your sou."'.

Were equal poise of sin and charity.

Isab. That 1 do beg his life, if it be sin.

Heaven, let me bear it ! you granting of my suit.

If that be sin, I'll make it my mom prayer
To have it added to the faults of mine.
And nothing of your, answer.
^ng. Nay, but hear me :

Your sense pursues not mine : either you are ignorant.
Or seem so, craftily; and that's not good.

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good.
But graciously to know I am no better,

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright,
"When it doth tax itself : as these black masks
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder
Than beauty could displayed.—But mark me;
To be received plain, 1*11 speak more gross :

Your brother is to die.

Isub. So.
^ng. And his offence is so, as it appears

Accountant to the law upon that pain.
Isab. True.
t'ing. Admit no other way to save his life.
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(As I subsci-ibe not that nor any other.

But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister.

Finding yourself desir'd of such a person,

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place.

Could fetch your brother from the manacles

Of the all-binding law ; and that there were

No earthly menn to save him, but that either

You must lay down the treasures of your body

To this supposed, or else let him suffer
;

What would you do ?

hub. As much for my poor brother, as myself;

That is, Were I under the terms of death,

Tlie impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubies.

And strip myself to death, as to a bed,

That, longing, I have been sick for, ere I'd yield

My body up to shame.
Ang. Then must your brother dte.

/soJ. And 'twere the cheaper way :

Better it were, a brother died at once.

Than that a sister, by redeeming him.

Should die for ever.

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence.

That you have slander'd so ?

Isab. Ignominy in ransom, and free pardon,

Are of two houses : lawful mercy is

Nothing akin to foul redemption.

^ng. You ^eem'd of late to make the law a tyrant

;

And rather prov'd the sliding of your brother

A merriment thai\ a vice.

Isab. O, pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out.

To have what we'd have, we speak not what we
mean :

I something do excuse the thing I hate.

For his advantage, that I dearly love.

Ang. We are all frail.

/Srti. Else let my brother die.

If not a feodary, but only he.

Owe, and succeed by weakness.

_^}ig. Nay. women are frail too.

Isab
'. Ay, as the glasses where they view them-

selves ;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.

Women!—Help heaven! men their creation mar
In proHting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail

;

For we are soft as our complexions are,

Aijd credulous to false prints.

^ne, I think it well

:
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And from this testimony of your' own sex,
CSince, I sappose, we are made to be no stronger
Than faults may shake our frames, ) letme be bold
I do arrest your words ; Be that you are.
That is, a woman ; if you be more, you're uoae

;

If you be one, (as you are well express'd
By all external waj'rants,) show it now.
By putting on the destined livery.

. Isab. I have no tongue but one : gentle my lord,

Let me intreat you speak the former language.
^ng. Plainly conceive, I love you.
Isab. My brother did love Juliet ; and you tell me,

That he shall die for it.

i^iis. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love.

Isab, I know, your virtue hath a license in't.

Which seems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

^fig- Believe me, on mine honour.
My words express my purpose.

Isab. Ha! little honour to be much believ'd,
And most pernicious purpose !—Seeming, seeming!
I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for't

:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother.
Or, with an outstretch'd throat, I'll tell the world
Aloud, what man thou art.

Aug. Who will believe thee, Isabel!
My unsoil'd name, the austereness of ray life.

My vouch against you, and my place i' the state,

Will so your accusation overweigh.
That you shall stifle in your own report.
And smell of calumny. I have begun :

And now I give my sensual race the rein

;

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite
;

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blushes.
That banish what they sue for ; redeem thy brother
By yielding up thy body to my will

;

Or else he must not only die the death.
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow.
Or, by the affection that now guides me most,
I'll prove a tyrant to him : As for you,
Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true,

[Exit.
Isab. To whom shall I complain? Did I tell this.

Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths.
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue.
Either of condemnation, or approof

!
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Bidding the law make coui-t'sy to their will

;

HooVing both right and wrong to the appetite.

To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother:

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood>

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour.

That had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up.

Before his sister should her body stoop

To such abhorr'd pollution.

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die :

More than our brother is our chastity.

in tell him yet of Angelo's request,

And fit his mmd to death, for his soul's rest, lEaif.

ACT nr. SCENE I.

^ room in the prison.

Enter BUKE, CLAUDIO, nnd Provost.

Dake. So, then you hope of pardon from lord

Angelo ?

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine.

But only hope :

I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die.

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death, or life.

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with
life,—

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art,

(Servile to all the skiey influences,)

That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st.

Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool

;

For him thou lahour'st by thy flight to shun,

And yetrun'st toward him still : Thou art not noble;

For all the accommodations that thou bear'st.

Are mirs'd by baseness : Thou art by no means va-

liant
;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork

Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep.

And that thou oft provok'st
;
yet grossly fear'st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself

;

For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains,

That issue out of dust : Happy thou art not

:

For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get

;

And what thou hast, forget'st : Thou art not certain;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects.

After the moon : If thou art rich, thou art poor
;

For, like an ass, whose back with uigots bows.
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Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey,
And death unloads thee : Friend has't thou none;
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire,
The mere effusion of thy proper loins.
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum.
For endmg thee no sooner : Thou hast nor youth,

-uor aye
;

But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep,
Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old, and rich.
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty,U make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this,
ITiat bears the name of life ? Yet in this life
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear,
lhat makes these odds all even.

^ I humbly thank you.
lo sue to live, I find, I seek to die

;

And, seeking death, find life : Let it come on,

£/iier ISABELLA.
Isab

.
What, ho ! Peace here

;
gj-ace and good

company

!

J^rov. Who's there ? come in ; the wish deserves
a welcome.

Z>uke. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again.
Cifiud. Most holy sir, I thank you.
Jsnl,. My business is a word or two with Claudio.
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here's

your sister.

Duke. Provost, a word with you.

„ .

many as you please.
Vuke. Bring them to speak, where I may be con-

ceal 'd.
Yet hear them. [Ea-eunt Duke and Provost,

Claud. Now, sister, what's the comfort?
Isab. Why, as all comforts are ; most good in deed;

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven.
Intends you for his swift ambassador.
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger :

Therefore your best appointment make with speed;
io-morrow you set on.

Claud. Is there no remedy ?
_Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head,
To cleave a heajt in twain.

Q^»ud. But is there any?
Isao. Yes, brother, you may live

;
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There is a devilish mercy in the judge.
If you'll implore it, that will free your life,

But fetfer you till death.
Claud. Perpetual durance ?

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance; a restraint^
Though all the world's vastidity you had.
To a deteiTOiii'd scope.

Claud. But in what nature ?

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to't)
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear^
And leave you naked.

Clttud. Let me know the point.
Jsah. O, I do fear thee, Claudio

; and I quake.
Lest thou a feverous life should'st entertain,
And six or seven winters more respect
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die '

The sense of death is most in apprehension
;

And the poor lieetle, that we tread upon,
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a giant dies.

Claud. Why give you me this shame?
Think you I can a resolution fetch
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die,
J will encounter darkness as a bride.
And hug it in mine arms.

Isah. lliere spake my brother; there my father'^,
grave

Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die :

Thou art too noble to conserve a life
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,—
Whose settled visage and deliberate word
Nips youth i' the head, and follies doth enmew.
As falcon doth the fowl,—is yet a devil

;

His filth within being c^st, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The princely Angelo ?

Isab. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell,
The damned'st body to invest and cover
In princely guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio,
If I would yield him my virginity,
Thou might'st be freed ?

Claud. O, heavens ! it cannot be^
hah. Yes, he would give it thee, for this i-ank.

offence,

So to otfend him still : This night's the time
That I should do what I abhor to iiame>
Or else thau diest to-morrow.
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Claud. Thou shalt not do't.

Isab. O, were it but my life,

I'd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Isab. Be ready,Claudio, for your death to-morrow,
Claud. Yea,—Has he affections in him.

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose,

When he would force it ? Sure it is no sin
;

Or of the deadly seven it is the least.

Isal), Which is the least ?

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise.
Why, would he for the momentary trick

He perdurably fin'd ?—O Isabel

!

Isfib. What says my brother ?

Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Isab. And shamed life a hateful.

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot;

This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice
;

To be imprison'd in the viewless winds.
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world, or to be worse than worst
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts
Imagine howling!—'tis too horrible !

The weariest and most loathed worldly life.

That age, ach, pemuy, and imprisonment
Can lay on nature, is a paradise
To what we fear of death.

Isab. Alas ! alas !

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live :

What sin you do to save a brother's life.

Nature dispenses with the deed so far.

That it becomes a virtue.

Isab. O, you beast!
O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch !

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice t

Is't not a kind of incest, to take life

From thine own sister's shame? What should I think!

Heaven shield, my mother play'd my father fair!

For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne'er issu'd from his blood. Take my defiance :

Die
;
perish ! might but my bending down

Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed

:
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I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death.
No word to save thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isahel.

Isnl/. O, fie, fie, fie t

Thy sin's not accidental, but a trade :

Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd :

'Tis best, that thou diest quickly. {Going,

Duke- Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one
word

.

Jsa6. What is your will ?

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I
would by and by have some speech with you : the
satisfaction, I would require, is likewise your own
benefit.

/sab. I have no superfluous leisure; my stay-

must be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will at-
tend you a while.
Du&e. [To Claudia, aside.'] Son, I have over-

heard what hath past between you and your sister-

Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her j only-

he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise
his judgment with the disposition of natures ; she,
having the truth of honour in her, hath made him
that gracious denial, which he is most glad to re-

ceive : I am confessor to Angelo, and I know this

to he true ; therefore prepare yourself to death : Do>
not satisfy your resolution with hopes that are fal-

lible; to-morrow you must die; go to your knees>
and make ready.

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out
of love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it.

Duke- Hold you there : Farewell.

Provost, a word with you.
Prov. What's your will, father ?

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone :

Leave me a while with the maid; my mind pro-
mises with my habit, no loss shall touch her by
my company.

Prov. In good time. \_Ea.if. Provost.

Duke, The hand, that hath made you fair, hath*

made yeu good : the goodness, that is cheap in

Claud.

Re-enter DUKE.

\Ea'it ClauditK

Re-enter Provost.
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beauty, makes beauty brief in goodness ! hut grace,

being the soul of your complexion, sbonld keep the

body o£ it ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath

made to you, fortune hath convey'd to my under-

standing
;
and, but that frailty hath examples for

his falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How
would you do to content this substitute, and to save

your brother?
Isab. I am now going to resolve him : I had

rather my brother die by the law, than my son

should be unlawfully born. But O, how much is

the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever he

return, and I can speak to him, I will open my
lips in vain, or discover his government.

Duke. That shall not be much amiss : Yet, as

the matter now stands, he will avoid your accusa-

tion ; he made trial of you only.—Therefore, fasten

your ear on my advisings ; to the love I have ia

doing good, a remedy presents itself. I do raaiie

myself believe, that you may most uprighteously

do a poor wronged lady a merited benefit ; redeem

your brother from the angry law ; do no stain to

your own gracious person ; and much please the

absent duke, if, peradventure, he shall ever retum

to have hearing of this business.

Isab. Let me hear you speak further; I have

spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in the

truth of my spirit,

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful.

Have you not heard speak of Mariana the sister of

Frederick, the great soldier, who miscarried at sea?

Isab. T have heard of the lady, and good words

went with her name.
Duke. Her should this Angelo have married,*

he was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial ap-

pointed : between which time of the contract, and

limit of the solemnity,, her brother Frederick was

wrecked at sea, having in that perish'd vessel the

dowry of his sister. But mark, how heavily thii

befel to the poor gentlewoman: there she lost a

Boble and renowned brother, in his love toward her

ever most kind and natural ; with him the portioa

and sinew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry;
with both, her combinate husband, this well-seem-

ing Angelo.
Isab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave herf

* Duke. Left her in her tearSj, and dry'd not one of

4
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them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole,
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour : in few,
besto%ved her on her own lamentation, which sha
yet Avears for his sake ; and he, a marble to her
tears, is washed with them, but relents not.
hub. AVhat a merit were it in death, to take this

poor maid from the world ! What corruption in
this life that it will let this man live!—But how
out of this can she avail ?

Dnke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal

:

and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but
keeps you from dishonour in doinc it.

fsab. Show me how, good father.
Du^e. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the

continuance of her first aflection
; his unjust un-

kindness, that in all reason should have quenched
her love, hath, like an impediment in the current,
made it more violent and unruly. Go you to An-
gelo ; answer his requiring with a plausible obe-
dience; agree with his demands to the point : only
refer yourself to tliis advantage,—first, that your
stay with him may not be long ; that the time may
have all shadow and silence in it

; and the place
answer to convenience : this being granted in course,
now follows all. We shall advise this wronged
maid to stead up your appointment, go in your
place

;
if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter.

It may compel him to her recompense : and here,
by this, is your brother saved, your honour un-
tainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the
corrupt deputy scaled. The maid will I frame, and
make fit for his attempt. If you think well to
carry this as you may, the doubleness of the benefit
defends the deceit from reproof. What think you
of it ?

hub: The image of it gives me content alj-eady

;

anh, I trust, it will grow to a most prosperous
perfectioi.

Btike. U lies much in your holding up : Hasta
you speediVy to ^ngelo ; if for this night he entreat
you to his bed, gi:e him promise of satisfaction. I
will presently to St. T,uke's

; there, at the moated
grange, resides this diiected Mariana: At that
place call upon me

; a. I despatch with Angelo,
that it may be quicklv.

isab. I thank ^/nu' this comfort : Fare yoij
feU, good foti^r. lExeuTit severali^.
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SCENE II.

The street before the prison.

Enter DUKE, ns a Friar ; to him ELBOW,
Clown, and OJicers.

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but thai

you will needs buy and sell men and women like

beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown
and white bastard.
Uuke. O, heavens! what stuff is here

?

Clo. 'Twas never merry world, since of two usa-

ries, the merriest was put down, and the worser

allow'd by order of law a furr'd gown to keep him

warm ; and furr'd with fox and lambskins too, to

signify, that craft, being richer than innocency,

stands for the facing.
Elb. Come your way, sir:—Bless you, good fa-

ther friar.

Duke. And you, good brother father : "What

offence hath this man made you, sir ?

Elb. MaiTy, sir, he hath offended the law ;
and,

sir, we take him to he a thief too, sir ; for we have

found upon him, sir, a strange picklock, which tie

have sent to the deputy.
Duke. Fie, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd !

The evil that thou causest to be done.
That is thy means to live : Do thou but think
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back.
Prom such a filthy vice : say to thyself,

—

From their abominable and beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.-

Ganst thou believe thy living is a life.

So stinkingly depending? Go, mend, go, mend.
Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but

yet, sir, I would prove- —
Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs

for sin, .

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, omcet;

Correction and instruction must both, work.
Ere this inide beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the depv.t^v si'-r,- A-^? has

given him warning : the depi'cy cannot abide a

whoremaster : if he be a wtoremonger, and confcs

before him, he were as^ mod go a mile on lui

errand.
Duke. That we were all, as Si,Tvie would seem to be,

Fi'ee from our faults, as faults from seeming, free!
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Enter LUCIO.
Elb. His neck will come to your waist, a cord, sir.

Clo. I spy comfort ; I cry, bail : Here's a gentle-
maiij and a friend of mine.

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? AVhat, at the
heels of Ctesar? Art thou led in triumph ? What,
is there none of Pyj^malion's images, newly made
woman, to be had now, for putting the Iiand in the
pocket and extracting it cluteli'd ? What reply ?

Ha what say'st thou to this tune, matter, and
method ? Is't not drown'd i' the last rain ? Ha ?

What saj-'st thou, trot? Is the world as it was,
man? A\ hich is the way? Is it sad, and few
words r Or how ? The trick of it ?

Duke. Still thus, and thus ! still worse

!

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress 1

Procures she still ? Ha ?

Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef,
aad she is herself in the tub.

Lucio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it ; it

must be so : Ever your fresh whore and your pow-
der'd bawd : An unshunn'd consequence ; it must
be so: Art going to prison, Pompey?

Clo. Yes, faith, sir.

Lucio. Why 'tis not amiss, Pompey : Farewell,:
Go; say, I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey?
Or how ?

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
Lucio. Well, then imprison him : If imprison-

ment be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right

:

Bawd is he, doubtless, and of antiquity too ; bawd-
born. Farewell, good Pompey : commend me to

the prison, Pompey: You will turn good husband
now, Pompey

; you will keep the house.
Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my bail.

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not
the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your
mettle is the more ; Adieu, trusty Pompey.—Bless
you, friar.

Duke. And you.
Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey? Ha?
Elli. Come your ways, sir; come.
Clo. You will not bail me then, sir ?

Lucio. Then, Pompey? nor now.—What news
abroad, friar ? What news ?

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
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Lucio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go:
{Ea'cttnt Elbow, Clown, and Officers.

What news, friar, of the duke ?

Duke. I know none : Can you tell me of any?
Lucio. Some say, he is with the emperor of

Russia; other some, he is in Rome: But where is

he, think you ?

Duke. I know not where : But, wheresoever, I

wish him well.
Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him, \a

steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was
never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his

absence; he puts transgression to't.

Duke. He does well in't.

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do no
hai-m in him : something too crabbed that way, friar.

Duke, It is loo general a vice, and severity must
cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great
kindred : it is well ally'd ; but it is impossible to

extii-p it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put
down. They say, this Angelo was not made by
man and woman, after the downright way of cre-
ation : Is it true, think you ?

Duke. How should he be made then?
Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawned him ;

—

Some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes:
—But it is certain, that, when he makes water, his

urine is congeal'd ice ; that I know to be true : and
he is a motion ungenerative, that's infallible.

Duke. You are pleasant, sir; and speak apace.
Lucio. Why, w-hat a ruthless thing is this in

him, for the rebellion of a cod-piece, to take away
the life of a man ? Would the duke, that is absent,
have done this ? Ere he would have hang'd a man
for the getting a hundred bastards, he would have
paid for the nursing a thousand : He had some
feeling of the sport ; he knew the service, and that
instructed him to mercy.

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de-
tected for women ; he was not inclined that way.

L7icio, O, sir, you are deceived.
Duke. 'Tis not possible.
Lucio. Who ? not the duke ? yes, your beggar of

fifty ;—and his use was, to put a ducat in her
clack-dish : the duke had crotchets in him : He
would be drunk too ; that let me infona you.
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Duke. You do him wrong, surely.
Liicio. Sir, I was an inward of his : A shy fel-

low was the duke : and, 1 belicTe, I kuow the cause
of his withdrawing.

Duke. What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause ?

Lucio. No, pardon;—'tis a secret must be lock'd
within the teeth and the lips : hut this I can let
you understand,—ITie greater file of the subiect
held the duke to be wise.

Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was.
Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing

fellow.

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis-
taking ; the very stream of his life, and the business
he hath helmed, must, upon a warranted need, give
him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi-
nionied in his own bringings forth, and he shall
appear to the envious, a scholar, a statesman, and
a soldier : Therefore, you speak unskilfully; or, if
your knowledge be more, it is much darkened in
your malice.
Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him.
Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and

kiiowledge with dearer love.
Lucio. Come, sir, T know what I know.
Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know

not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return,
(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to
make your answer before Iiim : If it be honest you
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it ; I am
bound to call upon you

;
and, Tpray you, your name?

Lucio. Sir, my name is Luciu ; well known to
the duke.
Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may

live to report you.
Lucio. 1 fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more,
or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But,
indeed, I can do you little harm : you'll forswear
this again.

Lucio. I'll be hang'd first : thou art deceived in
me, friar. But no more of this : Canst thou tell, if

Claudio die to-morrow, or no ?

Duke. Why should he die, sir?
Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle vrith a fun-dish.

I would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd again:
this ungeaitur'd agent will unpeople the provincQ
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with contineucy
;
sparrows must not build in his

house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke
yet would have dark deeds darkly answered ; he

would never bring them to light : would he were
return'd ! Man-y, this Claudio is condemn'd for

untmssinf(. Farewell, good friar; I pr'ythee, pray
for me. The duke, I say to thee again, would *>at

mutton on Fridays. He's now past it; yet, and I

say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though
she smelt brown bread and garlick : say, that I

said so. Farewell. [E.rit.

Duke, No might nor gi-eatness in mortality
Can censure 'scape

;
back-wounding calumny

The whitest virtue strikes : What king so strong.

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ?

JBut who comes here ?

Enter ESCALUS, Prm^ost, Baivd, and Officm,

Escal. Go, away with her to prison.

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me
;
your ho-

nour is accounted a merciful man : good my lord.

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still

forfeit in the same kind ? This would make mercy
swear, and play the tyrant. 1

Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may-
it please your honour.

Btiwd. My lord, this is one Lucio's information

against me : mistress Kate Keep-down was with

child by him in the duke's time, he promised her

marriage; his child is a year and a quarter old,

come Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myself; and

see how he goes about to abuse me.
Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much licence:

—let him be called before us.—Away with her to

prison : Go to ; no more words. [_EA'etint Bawd
and Oncers.'] Provost, my brother Angelo wll

not he altered, Claudio must die to-morrow: let

him be furnished with divines, and have all chari-

table preparation : if my brother wrought by my
pity, it snould not be so with him.

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been \nt\

him, and adrised him for the entertainment o£

death,
Escnl. G ood even, good father.

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you

!

Escal. Of whence are you 1

Duke. Not ofthis country,though my chaace is now
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To use it for my time : I am a brother
Of gracious order, late come from the see.

In special business from his holiness.

Escal. What news abroad i' the world ?

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on
goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it

:

novelty is only in request ; and it is as dangerous to

be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to

be constant in any undertaking. There is scarce
truth enough alive, to make societies secure ; but se-
curity enough, to make fellowships accurs'd : much
upon this riddle runs the wisdom of the world.
Tliis news is old enough, yet it is every day's news.
I pray you, sir, of what disposition was the duke ?

Escal. One, that, above all other strifes, con-
tended especially to know himself.

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ?

Escnl. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than
merry at any thing, which profess'd to make him
rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But leave
we him to his events, with a prayer they may prove
prosperous ; and let me desire to know how you find
Ciaudio prepared. I am made to understand, that
you have lent him visitation.

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister

measure from his judge, but most willingly hum-
bles himself to th.e determination of justice : yet had
he framed to himself, by the instruction of his
frailty, many deceiving promises of life ; which I,

by my good leisure, have discredited to him, and
now is he resolved to die.

Eicnl, -Yow have paid the heavens your function,
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I
have labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the ex-
tremest shore of my modesty ; but my brother jus-
tice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me
to tell him, he is indeed—justice.

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of his

proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein, if

he chance to fail, he hath sentraced himself.
Escal. lam going to visit the piisoner : Fare you well-

' Duke. Peace be with you !

[Ea'eiint Escalus and Projiost.

He, who the sword of heaven will bear,
Should be as holy as severe j

Pattern in himself to know,
Grace to stand, and virtue go;
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Move nor less to others paying.
Than by self-offences weighing.
Shame to him, whose cruel strikinc
Kills for faults of his own liking !

°

Twice treble shame on Angelo,
To weed my vice, and let his grow !

O, what may man within him hide.
Though angel on the outward side !

How may likeness, made in crimes.
Making practice on the times.
Draw with idle spiders' strings
Most pond'rous and substantial things!
Craft against vice I must apply :

With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed, but despis'd
;

So disguise shall, by the disguis'd.
Pay with falsehood false exacting.
And perform an old contracting. [Ea-it.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

^ room in Mariana's korise.

MARIANA discovered sitting ; a Boy singing.

SONG.
Take, oli take those lips away.
That so sweetly were foi'swora

;

And those eyes, the break of day.
Lights, that do mislead the mom :

But my kisses bring again,

bring again.
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain,

seal'd in vain.

Mart. Break off thy song, and haste thee quiet
away

;

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice
Hath often still'd my brawling discontent.

—

\_E:vit Boy.

Eater DUKE.
I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could \vish.
You had not found me here so musical

:

I^et me excuse me, and believe me so,—
My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my woe.

Duke. 'Tis good : though music oft hath such a
charm, •

To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm.
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I pray you, tell me, liatli any body inquired for
me liere to-day? much upon this time have I pro-
mised here to meet.
Mart. You have not been inquired after : I have

sat here all day. ,

|

Enter ISABELLA. \

Duke. I do constantly believe you:—The^ time is

come, even now. I shall crave your forbearance a
little

;
may be, I will call upon you anon, for some

advantage to yourself.

Mart. I am always bound to you. [^Exit.
Duke. Very ivell met, and welcome.

What is the news from this good deputy?
Isub. He hath a (garden circummur'd with brick.

Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd ;

And to that vineyard is a planched gate.
That makes his opening with this bigger key ;

This other doth command a Httle door.
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ;

There have I made my promise to call on him.
Upon the heavy middle of the night,
Duke. But shall you on your Imowledge find this

way ?

Isad. I have ta'en a due and wary note upon 't

;

With whispering and most guilty diligence.
In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o'er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens
Between you 'greed, concerning her observance?

Isal). No, none, but only a repair i' the dark
;

And that I have possess'd him, my most stay
Can be but brief; for I have made him know,
I have a servant comes with me along.
That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is,

I come al>out my brother.
Duke. 'Tis well borne up.

I have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this :—What, ho ! within ! come forth 1

Re-enttT MARIANA.
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid

;

She comes to do you good.
hcb. I do desire the like.

Duke.Do you persuade yourself,that Irespect you?
A/ari. Good friar, I know you do ; and navt

fo.-ind it.
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Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand,
"Who hath a story ready for your ear :

I shall attend your leisure ;
but make haste

;

The vaporous ni<^ht approaches.

Afuri. Will'i please you walk aside ?

\_Ea'eiint Mariana and Isabella.

Duke. O place and greatness, millions of false eyes

Are stuck upon thee ! volumes of report

Run with these false and most contrarious quests

Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dream,
And rack thee in their fancies !—AVelcome ! How

agreed ?

Re-enter MARIANA and ISABELLA.
Isab. She'll take the enterprise upon her, father,

If you advise it.

Duke. It is not my consent.

But my intreaty too.

Isab. Little have you to say,

When you depart from him, but soft and low.

Remember now my brother.

Mart. Fear me not.

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all:

He is your husband on a pre-contrkct

:

To bring you thus together, 'tis no sin
;

Sith that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go ;

Our corn's to reap, for yet our tithe's to sow.

SCENE II.

A room in the prison.

Enter Provost and Clown.

Prov. Come hither, sirrah: Can you cut off a

man's head ?

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can ; but

if he be a married man, he is his wife's head, and

I can never cut off a woman's head.
Prov- Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield

me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are to

die Claudio and Barnardine : Here is in our prison

a common executioner, who in his office lacks a

helper ; if you will take it on you to assist him, it

shall redeem you from your gyves ; if not, you

shall have your full time of imprisoiim,<int, aiui
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your dfilivei-ance -with an unpitied whipping ; for

you have been a notorious bawd.
C/o. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time

out of mind ; but yet. I will be content to be a
lawful hangman. I would be glad to receive some
instrucHon from my fellow partnei-.

Prov. What ho, Abhorson! Where's Abhorson,
there ?

Enter ABHORSON.
Abhor. Do yon call, sir?

Pron. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-

morrow in your execution: If you think it meet,
compound with him by the year, and let him abide
here with you ; if not, use him for the present, and
dismiss him : He cannot plead his estimation with
you ; he hath been a bawd.

Abhor. A bawd, sir ? Fie upon him, he will dis-

credit our mystery.
Pro'K Go to, sir

; you weigh equally ; a feather
will turn the scale. \^Eait.

Clo, Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely,,

sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a
hantjing look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a
mystery ?

Abhor. Ay, sir ; a mystery.
Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mys-

tery ; and your whores, sir, being members of my
occupation, using painting, do prove my occupation
a mystery : but what mystery there should be in

hanging, if I should be hang'd, 1 cannot imagine.
Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery.
Clo. Proof.

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief

;

If it be too little for your thief, your true man
thinks it big enough ; if it be too bi^ for your thief,

your thief thinks it little enough : so every true

man's apparel fits your thief.

Re-enter Provost.

Ptqv. Are you agreed ?

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; for I do find, your
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd ;

he doth oftener ask forgiveness.

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your
axe, to-morrow four o'clock.

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee ia
my trade ; follow.
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Clo. I do desire to leara, sit-
;
and, I hope, if you

have occasion to use me for your own turn, you
shall find me yare : for, truly, sir, for your kind-
ness, I owe you a good turn.

Prov. Call hither Bamardine and Clandio :

\Ea:&unt Clown, and AbhoTioji.
One has my pity ; not a jot the other,
Seiug a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter CLAUDIO.
Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death:
*Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow
Thou mustbe madeimmortal. Where's Bamardine?

Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless

labour.
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones :

He will not wake.
Prow. Who can do good on him ? i

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise!

\Knocking xoxlhvi-,

Heaven give your spirits comfort! \_EiH Claudk.
By and by :—

I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve.
For the most gentle Claudio.-—Welcome, father.

Enter DUKE.
Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of ths

night
Envelop you, good Provost ! Who call*d here of laie?

Pro». None, since the curfew rung.
Duke. Not Isabel!
Prov. No.
Duke. They vpill then, ere 't be long.
Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ?

Duke. There's some in hope.
Prov. It is a bitter deputy.
Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel'd

Even with'the stroke and line of his great justice;

He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself, which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he meal'd
With that, which he corrects, then were he tyran-

nous
;

But this being so, he's just—Now are they come.

—

{^Knocking within.—Provost goes out.

This is a gentle provost : Seldom, when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.—

i
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I

Howno'sv? What noise? That spirit's possess'd
i| with haste,

1 That wounds the unsistiug postern with these strokes.

I Provost returns, speaking to one at tht door.

Prov. There he must stay, until the officer
Arise to let him in ; he is call'd up.
Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet.

But he must die to-morrow ?

None, sir, none.
D7i/ce. As near the dawning. Provost, as it is.

You shall hear more ere morning.

,

^.P^O"- Happily,
1: ou soraethmg know

; yet, I believe, there comes
' No countermand; no such example have we :

Besides, upon the very siege of justice.
Lord Angelo hath to the publick ear
Profess'd the contrary.

Enter a Messenger.

Duke. This is his lordship's man.
Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon.
Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and by

me this further charge, that you swerve not from
the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or
other circumstance. Good morrow; for, as I take
it, it is almost day-
Prov. \ shall obey him. [Ea'it Messeiiger,
Duke. This is his pardon

; purchas'd by such sin,

_ , . , , , [.^strfe.
ror whicn the pardoner himself is in ;

Hence hath offence liis quick celerity.
When it is borne in high authority :

WTien vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended.
That for the fault's love is the ofiender friended.

—

Now, sir, what news ?

Prov. I told you : Lord Angelo, be-like, thinking
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this
unwonted putting on : methinks, strangely ; for he
hath not used it before.
Duke. Pray you, let's hear.

I

Prov. [Reads.] IVhatsoemr you may hear to the
I contrary, let Claudio be e.vecuted by four of the
clock; and, in the afternoon, Barnardine: for my
better satisfaction, let me have Claudio's head sent me
by five. Let this be duly perform'd; with a thought,
that mure depends on it than we must yet delwcr.
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Thus fail not to do your office, as you loUl answer it

at your peril.

"Wnat say you to this, sir?

Duke. VVhat is that Bamardine, who is to he

executed in the afternoon ?

Prov. A Bohemian bom ; but here nursed up

and bred : one that is a prisoner nine years old-

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had

not either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed

iiim 1 I have heard, it was ever his manner to do so.

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him:

And, indeed, his fact, till now in the government

of lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof.

Duke. Is it now apparent?
, , , i-

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himseli.

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in prison!

How seems he to be touch'd ?

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more

dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep ;
careless, reck-

1

less, and fearless of what's past, present, or to come;
j

insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal.

Duke. He wants advice.

Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore had

the liberty of the prison; give him leave to escaw

hence, he would not : drunk many tiroes a day, if

not many days entirely drunk. We have very oftea

awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and

show'd him a seeming warrant for it : it hath not

moved him at all.
. .

Duke. More of him anon. There is wntten m

your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy :
if 1

read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ;
bnl

in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in

hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant

to execute, is no greater foi-feit to the law than

AngeVo, who hath sentenced him : To make you

understand this in a manifested effect, I crave but

four days respite ; for the which you are to dtrnu

both a present and a dangerous courtesy.

Prov. Pray, sir, in what?
Duke. In the delaying death.

Prov. Alack! how may I do it! having the how

limited ; and an express command, under penalty,

to deliver his head in the view of Angelo ? I maj

make my case as Claudio's, to cross this in thi

smallest.

^uke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant yoni
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if my instructions may be your guide. Let this
Barniirdine be this morning executed, and his head
borne to Angelo,

Proi!. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis-
cover the favour.

Duke. O, death's a great disguiser : and yon may
add to it. Shave the liead, and tie the beard; and
say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared
before his death : You know, the course is common.
U any thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks
and good fortune, by the saint, whom I profess, I
u-iU plead against it with my life.

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against my
oath.

Duke. Were you swoni to the duke, or to th«
deputy *

Prov. To liim, and to bis substitutes.
Duke. You will think you have made no offence;

if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ?

PruiK But what likelihood is in that?
Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet

since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, inte-
grity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt
you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all
fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand
and seal of the duke. You know the character, I
doubt not; and the signet is not strange to you.

Ptov. I know them both.
Duke. The contents of this is the return of the

duke
;
you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ;

where you shall find, within these two days be will
be here. This is a thing, that Angelo knows not:
for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor;
perchance, of the duke's death ; perchance, entering
mto some monastery

; but, by chance, nothing of
what is writ. Look, the unfolding star calls up the
.shepherd: Put not youi'self into amazement, how
these things should be : all difficulties are but easy,
when they are knowni. Call your executioner, and
off with Barnardine's head : I will give him a pre-
sent shrift, and advise him for a better place. let
you are amazed ; but this shall absolutely resolve
you. Come away ; it is almost clear dawn.

lE.reunt.
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SCENE III.

Another roum in the same.

Enter Clown.

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in

our house of profession : one would think, it wei-e

mistress Overdone's own house, for here be many

of her old customers. First, here's young master

Rash ; he's in for a commodity of brown paper and

old ginger, ninescore and seventeen pounds; of

which he made five marks, ready money : marry,

then, ginger was not much in request, for the old

-women were all dead. Then is there here one mas-

ter Caper, at the suit of master Three-pile

mercer, for some four suits of peach-colour'd satin,

which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we

here young Dizy, and young master Deep-vow, and

master Copper-spur, and master Starve-lackey the

rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop-heir that

IdU'd lusty Pudding, and master Forthright the

tilter, and brave master Shoe-tie the great traveller,

and wild Half-can that stabb'd Pots, and, I thinli,

forty more ; all great doers in our trade, and are

now for the Lord's sake.

Enter ABHORSON.
Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither.

C/o. Master Barnardine ! you must rise and be

hang'd, master Barnardine !

Abhor. What, ho, Bamardine !

Barnar. [^'iVAin.] A pox o' your throats ! Who
makes that noise there? What are you?

Clo. Your friends, sir; the hangman : You must

be so good> sir, to rise and be put to death.

Barnar. IfFUhin.] Away, you rogue, away; I

am sleepy.

Abhor. Tell him, he must awake, and that
|

quickly too.

Clo. Pray, master Bamardine, awake till yon

are executed, and sleep afterwards.

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming; I hear Iiii

straw rustle.

Enter BARNARDINE.
Abhor. Is the axe upon the blocks sirrah?

Clo. Very ready, sir.
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Bamar. How now, Abhorsou? what's the news
with you ?

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap

into your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant's
come.
Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all

night, I am not fitted for't.

Clo. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all

niglit, and is haug'd betimes in the morning, may
sleep the sounder all the next day.

Enter DUKE.
Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly

father : Do we jest now, think you ?

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing
how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise
you, comfort you, and pray with you.
Barnar. Knar, not I : 1 have been drinking hard

all night, and I will have more time to prepare me,
or they shall beat out my brains with billets : I will
not consent to die this day, that's certain.

Duke. 0, sir, you must : and therefore, I beseech
you.

Look forward on the journey you shall go.

Barnar. I swear, I will not die to-day for any
man's persuasion.
Duke. But hear you,
Bamar. Not a word ; if you have any thing to

say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not
I to-day. ]_Exit.

Enter Provost.

Duke. Unfit to live, or die ; O, gravel heart !

—

After him, fellows
;
bring him to the block.
{Exeunt Abhorson and Clown.

Prov. Now, sir, how do yon find the pi-isoner?

Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death;
And, to transport him in the mind he is.

Were damnable.
Prov. Here in the prison, father,

Tliere died this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio's years ; his beard, and head.
Just of his colour: What if we do omit
This reprobate, till he were well inclined ; .

And satisfy the deputy with the visage

Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio 7
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Duke. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides !

Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on
Prefixed by Ani^elo : See, this be done,
And sent according to command ; whiles I

Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently.

But Barnardine must die this afternoon

:

And how shall we continue Claudio,

To save me from the danger that miyht come,
If he were known alive ?

Duke. .Let this be done;—Put them in secret holds,

Both Barnardine and Claudio : Ere t\yice

The sun hath made his journal ijreeting to

The under generation, you s'.iall find

Your safety manifested.
Prov. I am your free dependent.
Duke, Quick, despatch,

And send the head to Angelo. \_Ex'it Provost,

Now will I write letters to Angelo,

—

The piovost, he shall bear them,—whose contents

Shall witness to him, 1 am near at home ;

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound
To enter publickly : liim I'll desire

To meet me at the consecrated fount,

A league below the city ; and from thence,

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form.

We shall proceed with Angelo.

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. Here is the head : I'll carry it myself.

Duke. Convenient is it: Make a swift return
;

For I would commune with you of such things.

That want no ear but yours.
Prov. I'll make all speed.

{Exit.

Isab. [Within.'\ Peace, ho, be here !

Duke. The tongue of Isabel !—She's come to know,
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither :

But I will keep her ignorant of her good.
To make her heavenly comforts of despair.

When it is least expected.

Enter ISABELLA.
Isah. Ho, by your leave.

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious

daughter.
Isab, The better, given me by so holy a map.
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HatH yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon?
Duke. He hath releas'd him, Isabel, from tbe

world
;

His head is off, and sent to Angelo.
Isab. Nay, but it is not so.

Duke. It is no other :

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience.

Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes.

Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight.

Jsnb. Unhappy CIaudio ! Wretched Isabel

!

Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo !

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot

:

Forbear it therefore
;
give your cause to heaven.

Mark what I say ; which you shall find

By every syllable, a faithful verity :

The duke comes home to-morrow ;—nay, dry your
eyes

;

One of our convent, and his confessor.

Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried
Notice to Escalus and Angelo

;

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates,

There to give up their power. If you can, paoe
your wisdom

In that good path, that I would wish it go ;

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch,
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart,
And general honour.
Isab. I am directed by you.
Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give

;

*Tis he that sent me of the duke's return ;

Say, by this token, I desire his company
At Mariana's house *o-night. Her cause, and yours,
1*11 perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self,

I am combined by a sacred vow,
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter

;

Command these fretting waters from your eyes
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order,

If I pervert your course.—Who's here?

Enter LUCIO.
Lucio. Good even

!

Friar, where is the provost?
Duke. Not within, sir.

Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine
hurt, to see thine eyes so red : thou must be pa-
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tient : I am fain to dine and sup with water and
bran ; I dare not for my head fill my belly ; one
fruitful meal would set me to't : But they say the

duke will be here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel,

I lov'd thy brother : if the old fantastical duke of

dark comers had been at borne, he had lived.

{E^vit Isabella.

Dzike. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden
to your reports ; but the best is, he lives not in them.

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well
as I do : he's a better woodman than thou takest
him for.

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare
ye well.

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I'll go along with thee ; I

c&n tell thee pretty tales of the duke.
Duke. You have told me too many of him

already, air, if they be true ; if not true, none were
enough

.

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench
with child.

:Duke. Did you such a thing ?

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but was fain to for-

swear it
;
they would else have married me to the

rotten medlar.
Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest

:

Rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the

ane's end : If bawdy talk offend you, we'll have
very little of it : Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr,

I shall stick. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Toorn in Angela's house.

JSnter ANGELO and ESCALUS.
Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch'd

other.
j^ng. In most uneven and distracted manner. His

actions show much like to madness : pray heaven,

his wisdom be not tainted ! And why meet him at

the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there ?

Escal, I guess not.

.^ng. And why should we proclaim it in an hour
before his entering, that, if any crave redress of

injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in the

street /
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Escal. He shows his reason for that: to have a

despatch of complaints ; and to deliver us from

devices hereafter, which shall then have no power

to stand against us.

/Ing. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim'd:

:

Betimes i' the morn, I'll call you at your house :

Give notice to such men of sort and suit.

As are to meet him.
Etcal. I shall, sir : fare you well. [_E:l'U.

^rte. Good night.

—

ThiH Heed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant.

And dull to all proceeding. A detlower'd maid

!

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd

'Die law against it !—But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss.

How might she tongue me ! Yet reason dares her?

—no :

For my authority bears a credent bulk.

That no particular scandal once can touch,

Butit confounds thebreather. He should have liv'd.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense.

Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge,

By so receiving a dishonour'd life.

With ransom of such shame. 'Would yet he had
liv'd

!

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot.

Nothing goes right : we would, and we would not.

{Exit.

SCENE V.

Fields without the town.

Enter DUKE in his own habit, nnd Friar PETER.

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me.
{^Giving letters.

The provost knows our purpose, and our plot.

The matter being afoot, kesp your instruction.

And hold you ever to our special drift ;

Though sometimes you do blench from this to that.

As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius' house.
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice

To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassua,
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate

;

But send me Flavius first.

F. Peter. It shall be speeded v/ell.

[Eivit Friar.
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Enter VARRIUS.
Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast mada

good haste

;

Come, we will walk ; There's other of our friends

Will greet us here anon,iny gentle Varrius. \Ea eunt.

SCENE VI.

Street near the city gate.

Enter ISABELLA and MARLINA.
Isah. To speak so indirectly, I am loath

;

I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so,

That is your part : yet I'm advis'd to do it

;

He says, to veil full purpose.

Alari. Be ruVd by him.

Isab. Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventure

He speak against me on the adverse side,

I should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physiclc.

That's bitter to sweet end.
Mart. I would, friar Peter

—

Jsab. O, peace ; the friar is ccme.

Enter Friar PETER.
F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a stand

most fit.

Where you may have such vantage on the duTte,

He shall not pass you ; Twice have the trumpets

sounded j

The generous and gravest citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
ITie duke is eut'ring ; therefore hence, away.

[Eaeunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

A pubHck place near the city gate.

MARIANA, O-eiVd), ISABELLA, and PETER,
at n distance. Enter at opposite doors, DUKE,
VARRIUS, Lords; ANGELO, ESCALUS,
LUCIO, Provost, Ojficers, and Citizens.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met:—
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you.

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your royal

grace

!

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both.

We have made inquiry ot you ; and we hear

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul
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Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forei'uuning more requital.

j4ne- you make ray bonds still greater.

Viike. O, your desert speaks loud; and I should .

wrong it.

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom.

When it deserves with characters of brass

A forted residence, 'gainst the tooth of time.

And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand,

And let the subject see, to make them know-

That outward courtesies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within :—Come, Escalus
;

You must walk by us on our other hand
;

And good supporters are you.

PETER and ISABELLA come forward.

F.Peter. Now is your time; speak loud, and
kneel before lum.

Isab. Justice, O royal duke ! Vail your regard

Upon 3 wrong'd, I'd fain have said, a maid !

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye

By throwing it on any other object,

Till you have heard me in my true complaint.

And given me, justice, justice, justice, justice !

Duke. Relate your vtrongs : In what ? By whom !

Be brief

:

Here is lord Angelo shall gave you justice
;

Reveal yourself to him.
Isab. O, worthy duke,

You bid me seek redemption of the devil

:

Hear me yourself; for that, which I must speak.

Must either punish me, not being believ'd.

Or wring redress from you : hear me, O, hear me,

here.

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm:

She hath been a suitor to me for her brother,

Cut off by course of justice.

Jiob. By course of justice 1

Ang, And she will speak most bitterly, and strange

.

Jsal). Moststrange, but yet most truly,willl speak;

That Angelo's forsworn; is it not strange?

That Angelo's a murderer ; is'i not strange ?

That Angelo is an adulterous thief,

An hypocrite, a virgin violator ;

Is it not strange, and strange t

Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange.

Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo,
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Than this is all as true as it is strange :

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth
To the end of reckoning.

Duke. Away with her :—Poor aoul.

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense.

/sflfi. O prince, I c6njure thee, as thou believ'st

There is another comfort than this world.
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion.

That I am touch'd with madness : make not im-
possible

That, which but seems unlike : 'tis not impossible,

But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground,
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute.
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo,
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms,
Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince.

If he be less, he's nothing ; but he's more.
Had I more name for badness.
Duke. By mine honesty.

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,)

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense.
Such a dependency of thing on thing.

As e'er I heard in madness,
/s«i. O, gracious duke,

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason
For inequality : but let your reason serve
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid

;

And hide the false, seems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad.
Have, sure, more lack of reason.—What would

you say ?

Isab, I am the sister of one Claudio,
Condemn'd upon the act of fornication

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo :

I, in probation of a sisterhood.

Was sent to by my brother : one Lucio
As then the messenger ;

—

Lucio. That's I, an't like your grace :

I came to her from Claudio, and desii-'d her
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo,
For her poor brother's pardon.

Isalf. Thai's he, indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to speak.
Lucio. No, my good lord;

Nor wish'd to hold my peace.
Duke. I wish you now then;

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have



Sc. 1. iMEASURE FOR MEASURE. 129

A 'business for yourself, pray heaven, you then

Be perfect.

Lucio. I warrant your honour.

Duke. The warrant's for yourself ; take heed to it.

Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tala.

Lucio. Right.

Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong
To speak before your time.—Proceed.

Isab. I went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy.

Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken.

Jsab. Pai'doHit;

The phrase is to the matter,

Duke. Mended again : the matter;—Proceed.

Isab. In brief,—to set the needless process by.

How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd.

How he refeird me, and how I reply'd
;

(For this was of much length,) the vile conclusion

I now begin with grief and shame to uttev

:

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,

Release my brother; and, after much debatement.

My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour,

And I did yield to him : But the next morn betimes,

His pui-pose surfeiting, he sends a warrant

For my poor brother's head.
Duke. This is most likely !

Isnb. O, that it were as like, as it is true !

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'st not

what thou speak'st

;

Or else thou art subom'd against his honour,

In hateful practice : First, his integrity

Stands without blemish:—next, it imports no reason.

That with such vehemencj^ he should pursue

Faults proper to himself; if he had so offended.

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself.

And not have cut him off : Some one hath set you on;

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice

Thou cam'st here to complain.

/ifl/j. And is this all ?

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above.

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time.

Unfold the evil, which is here wrapt up
In countenance I—Heaven shield your grace from

woe,
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go !

Duke. I know, you'd fain be goue :—An officer!
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To prison with her :—Shall we thus permit
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice.

—Who knew of your intent, and coming hither?

Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowiek.
Duke. A ghostly father, belike:—Who knows

that Lodowiek?
Lucio. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling friar;

I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord,

For certain words he spake against your grace

In your retirement, I had swing'd him soundly.
Duke. Words against me ? Tliis, a good friar,

belike ^

And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute !—Let this friar be found.

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that

friar,

I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar,

A very scurvy fellow,

F. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace-!

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus'd : First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute

;

Who is as free from touch or soil with her,

As she from one ungot.
Duke. We did believe no less.

Know yon that friar Lodowiek, that she speaks of?

F. Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy;

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler.
As he's reported by this gentleman

;

And, on my trust, a man, that never yet

Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace.

Lucio. My lord, most villanously ; believe it.

F. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear

himself

;

But at this instant, he is sick, my lord.

Of a strange fever : Upon his mere request,

(Being come to knowledge that there was compl^t
Intended 'gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither,

To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true, and false ; and what he with his oath.

And all probation, will make up full clear.

Whensoever he's convented. First, for this woman;
(To justify this worthy nobleman,
So vulgarly and personally accus'd,)

Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes,

Till she herself confess it.
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Duke. Good friar, let's hear it.

I

[Isabella is carried off^ guarded ; and Ma-
! riafia comes forward.

Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo ?

—

0 heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools !

—

Give us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo

;

In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge

Of your own cause.—Is this the witness, friar?

First, let her show her face ;
and, after, speaJc.

Mari, Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face.

Until my husbaiid hid me.
Duke. What, are you married!

Mari. No, my lord.

Duke. Are yon a maid ?

Mari. No, my lord.

Duke. A widow then?
Mari. Neither, my lord.

' Duke. Why, you

Are nothinf^ then :—Neithermaid, widow, nor wife ?

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk; for many
of them are neither maid, widow, nor wife.

Duke. Silence that fellow : I would, he had
some cause

To prattle for himself.

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was married

;

And, I confess, besides, I am no maid :

1 have known my husband ; yet my husband knows
not.

That ever he knew me.
Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can be

no better.

Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would thou

wert so too.

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Duke. 'I'his is no ^vitaess for lord Angelo.

Mart. Now I come to't, my lord :

She, that accuses him of fornication.

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband

;

And charges him, my lord, with such a time.

When I'll depose I had him in mine arms,

With all the effect of love.

j4ng. Charges she more than me?

Mari. Not that I know.
Duke. No ? you say, your husband.

Mari. Why, iust, my lord, and that is Angelo,

'Who thinks, he'knows, that he ne'er knew my body.
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But knows, he thinks, that he knows Isabel's.
Ang. This is a strange abuse Let's see thy face.

Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will unmasV,

_ ,
[t/nveiling.

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo,
Which, once thou swor'st, was worth the look-

ing on

:

This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contrfict,
Was fast belock'd in thine : this is the body,
That took away the match from Isabel,
And did supply iliee at thy garden-house
In bar imagin'd person.
Duke. Know you this woman?
l,ucio. Carnally, she says.
Duke. Sirrah, -no more.
Lucio. Enough, my lord.

^»g- My lord, I must confess, T know this woman;
And, five years since, there was some speech of

marriage
Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off.

Partly, for that her promised proportions
Came short of composition

; but, in chief.
For that her reputation was disvalued
In levity : since which time, of five years,
I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her,

Upon ray faith and honour.
Mart. Noble prince.

As there comes light from heaven, and words from
breath.

As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue,
I am affianc'd this man's wife, as strongly
As words could make up vows ; and, my good lord,

But Tuesday night last gone, in bis garden-house,
He knew me as a wife: As this is true,
iiet nie in safety raise me from my knees

;

Or else for ever be confixed here,
A marble monument

!

^ng- I did but smile till now
;

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice;
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive".
These poor informal women are no more
But instruments of some more mightier member,
That sets them on : Let me have way, my lord.
To find this practice out.
Duke. Ay, with my heart

;

And punish them unto your height of pleasure.-^
Thou foolish friar ; and thou pernicious woman,
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Compkct with her that's gone ! think'st thou, thy
oaths,

' Though they woiild swear down each particular
saint,

Were testimonies against his worth and credit.

That's seal'd iix approbation ?—You, lord Escalus,
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd,—
There is another friar that set them on

;

Let him be sent for.

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord ! for ha,

I

indeed.
Hath set the women on to this complaint

:

j
Your provost knows the place where he abides^

1 And he may fetch him.

;
Dukt. Go, do it instantly.— \_E3.'it Provost.

I And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin,
I Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,

1 Do with your injuries as seems you best,

I
In any chastisement: I for a while
Will leave you ; but stir not you, till you have well
Determined upon these slanderers.
Escal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly.

—

IRa'it
Puke.] Si^ior Lucio, did not you say, you knew
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ?

Lucio. Cucullus nonfacit monachum: honest in
nothing, but in his clothes ; and one that hath
spoke most villanous speeches of the duke.

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till he
come, and enforce them against him : we shall find
this friar a notaljle fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again

;

[Tb an Attendant .'\ I would speak with her : Pray
you, my lord, give me leave to question

;
you

shall see how I'll handle her.

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report.
Escal. Say you ?

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her
,

privately, she would sooner confess
; perchance,

publickly, she'll be ashamed.

Re-enter Officers, with ISABELLA ; the Duke in
the Friar's habit, and Promst.

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her.
Lucio. That's the way ; for women are light at

I Dilidnight.
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Escal. Come on, mistress: [7'o Tsabelia.'] here's

A gentlewoman denies all that you have said.

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke

of; here with the provost.

E$cal. In very good time speak not you to

him, till -we call upon you.

Lucio. Mum.
Escal. Come, sir : Did you set these women on

to slander lord Angelo? they have confess'd yon

did?
Duke. 'Tis false.

Escal. How ! know you where you are ?

Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let the

devil

Be sometime honour'd for his burning throne

Where is the duke ? 'tis he should hear me speaV.

Escal. The duke's in us ; and we will hear you

speak

:

Look, you speak justly.

Duke. Boldly, at least:—But, oh, poor souls.

Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox ?

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone?

Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust,

Thus to retort your manifest afjpeal.

And put your trial in the villain's mouth.

Which here you come to accuse.

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of.

ffStf«/.Why,thouum-everendand unhallow'dfiiai!

Is't not enough, thou hast subovn'd these women
To accuse this worthy man ;

but, in foul mouth,

And in the witness of his proper ear.

To call him villain ?

And then to glance from him to the duke himself;

To tax him with injustice?—Take him hence
;

To the rack with him :—We'll touze you joint by

joint,

But we will know this purpose :—What! unjust!

Duke. Be not so hot; the duke
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he

Dare rack his own ; his subject am 1 not.

Nor here provincial : My business in this state

Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble,

TUl it o'er-run the stew : laws, for all faults
;

But faults so countenanc'd, that the ati-ong statutes

Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop.

As much in mock as mark.
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Escal. Slander to the state ! Away with him to
prison

!

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior
Lucio 1

Is tkis the man, that you did tell us of?
Lucio. 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-

man bald-pate : Do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your
voice : I met you at the prison, in the absence of
the duke.

Lucio. O, did you so ? And do you remember
what you said of the duke ?

Duke. Most notedly, sir.

Lucia. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a
flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then
reported him to be ?

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me,
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke
so of him ; and much more, much worse.

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck
thee by the nose, for thy speeches ?

Duke. I protest, I love the duke, as I love myself.
Ane. Hark ! how the villain would close now,

after his treasooable abuses !

Escat. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal

:

—Away with him to prison :—Where is the provost?
—Away with him to prison; lay bolts enough upon
him : let him speak no more :—Away with those
giglots too, and with the other confederate compa-
nion !

[ The Provost lai/s jia/ids ok the Duke.
Duke. Stay, sir; stay a while.
Ang. What! resists he? Help him, Lucio.
Lucio. Come, sir

;
come, sir

;
come, sir ; fob, sir

:

Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal ! you must be
hooded, must you ? Show your knave's visage, ivith
a pox to you ! show your sheep-biting face, and bo
hann'd an hour ! Will't not off?

[Pul/s off the Friar's hood, and discovers
the Duke.

Duke. Thou art the first knave, that e'er made a
duke.

First, Provost, let me bail these gentle three :——
Sneak not away, sir

; [TiJ Lucio.l ^O"" ^^^^"^ ^''^^

you
Must have a word anon ;—lay hold on him !

^ucio. This may prove worse than hanging.
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Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon ;
sit you

down. [^'o F.scalus.

We'll borrow place of him ;—Sir, by your leave:

[7b ^ngelo.

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence.

That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast,

Rely upon it till my tale be heard,

And hold no longer out.

j^ng. O i^y dread lord,

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness,

'Ho think I can be undjscemible,

When I perceive your grace, like power divine,

Hath look'd upon my passes : Then, good prince.

No longer session hold upon my shame.

But let my trial be mine own confession ;

Immediate sentence then, and sequent death,

Is all the grace 1 beg.
.

Huke. Come hither, Mariana:—

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman?
Ang. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go, take her hence, and marry her in-

stantly.

—

Do you the office, friav; which consummate.

Return him here again -.—Go with him, Provost.

\^Es;euat Angelo, Mariana, Peter, au

Provost.
_

Bscal. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his 'tis-

honour.
Than at the strangeness of it.

D^Jig, Come hither, Isabel:

Your friar is now your prince : As I was then

Advertising, and holy to your business,

Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attorney'd at your sei-vice.

hab. O. give me pavdon.

That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain d

Your unknown sovereignty. ,,,1.1
Duke. 1 ou are pardon'd, Isabel:

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.

Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart;

And yon may marvel, why 1 obscur'd myself,

Labouring to save his life ; and would not rather

Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power,

Than let him so be lost : O, most kind maid,

It was the swift celerity of his death.

Which I did think with slower foot came on,
^

That brain'd my pui-pose : But, peace be with him
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That life is better life, past fearifig death.

Than that, which lives to fear : make it your comfort>

So happy is your brother.

Jie^nter ANGELO, MARIANA, PETJIR,
and Provost.

Isnb. I do, my lord.
Duke. For this new-married man, approaching

here.
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd
Your w^l-defended honour, you must pardon
For Mariana's sake: but as he adjudg'd your brother^
(Being criminal, in double violation

Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breacTi,
Thereon dependent, for your brother's life,)

The very mercy of the law cries out
Most audible, even from his propfer tongue,
^/i Angela for Claudio, death for death.
Haste still pays haste, and leisute answers leisure;
Like doth quit like, and Measure still /or Measure.
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested

;

Which though thou would'st deny, denies thee
vantage

:

We do condemn thee to the very block.
Where Claudio etoop'd to death, and with like

haste ;

—

Away with him

!

Mart. O, my most gracious lord,
I hope you will not mock me with a husband !

Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a>

husband

;

Consenting to the safeguard of your lionour,
I thought your marriage fit : else imputation.
For that he knew you, might reproach your life.

And choke your good to come i for his possessions.
Although by confiscation they are ours,
We do instate and widow you withal,
To buy you a better husband.

^fari. O, my dear lord,
I crave no other, nor no better man.
Duke, Never crave him; we are definitive.
Mari. Gentle, my liege,— [Kneeling:
Duke. You do but lose your labour j

Away with him to death !—Now, sir, [7"o Lucio.J
to you.

Mari. 0, my good lord !—Sweet Isabel, take my
part

J

3S.
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Lend me your knees, and all my life to come

I'll lend yen, all my life to do you service.

Duke. Against all sense you do imp6rtune her u

Should she kneel doivn, in mercy of this fact.

Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break.

And take her hence in horror.

Mari. Isabel,

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me
;

Hold up your hands, say nothing, I'll speak all.

They say, best men are moulded out of faults
;

And, for the most, become much more the better

For being a little bad : so may my husband.

O, Isabel ! you not lend a knee ?

Duke. He dies for Claudio's death.

Jsab Most bounteous sir,

{^Kneding.

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd.

As if my brother liv'd : I partly think,

A due sincerity govern'd his deeds.

Till he did look on me ; since it is so.

Let him not die : Mj; brother had but justice,,

In that he did the thing, for which he died :

For Angelo,
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent

;

And must be buried but as an intent,

Thatperish'dby the way. thoughts are no subjsctsj

Intents but merely thoughts.

Mnri. Merely, my lord.

Duke. Your suit's unpro6table ; stand up, I say.—

I have bethought me of another fault :

—

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded

At an unusual hour?
Prov. It was commanded so.

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed?

Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private

message.
Duke. For which I do discharge you of your

office

:

Give up your keys.

Prov. Pardon me, noble lord :

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not

;

Yet did repent me, after more advice :

For testimony whereof, one in the prison.

That should by private order else have died,

I have reserved alive.

Duke. What's he ?

Prov. His name is Barnardine.
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Duke. I would thou had'st done so by Claudio.

—

Go, fetch him hither; let me look upon him.
yEa'it Provost.

Escat. I am sorry, one so learned and so \vise
As you, lord Angelo, have still appeared.
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood.
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward.

^rig. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure :

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart,
That I crave death more willingly than mercy

;

'Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, BARNARDINE, CLAUDIO
and JULIET.

Duke. Which is that Barnardine?
This, my lord.

Duke. ITiere was a friar told me of this man
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul.
That apprehends no further than this world.
And squar'st thy life according. 'ITiou'rt eondenin'd

j
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all

;And pray thee, take this mercy to provide
For better times to come ; Friar, advise him;
I leave him to your hand.—What mufiied fellow's

that ?

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav'd.
That should have died when Claudio lost his head:
As like almost to Claudio, as himself.

[Umniifftes Claudio-.
Duke. If he be like your brother, [To Isabella.']

for his sake
Is he pardon'd

; And, for your lovely sake,
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine.
He is niy brother too : But fitter time for that.
By this, lord Angelo perceives he's safe;
Methinks, I see a qitick'ning in his eye :—

•

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well

:

Look, that you love your wife ; her worth, worth
yours.

—

I find an apt remission in myself

:

And yet here's one in place I camaot pardon ;

—

You, sirrah, [To Lucio.'\ that knew me for a fool,
a coward.

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman
;

Wherein have I so deserved of you.
That you extol me thus ?

Ittcio. *Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according
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to the trick : If you will hang me for it, you may,
but I had rather it would please you, I might t-e

whipp'd.
Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after.

—

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city

;

If aiiy woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow,

{As I have heard him swear himself, there's one

Whom he begot with child,) let her appear.
And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish'd.

Let him be whipp'd and hang'd.
Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not marry me-

to a whore ! Your highness said even now, I made
you a duke

;
good my lord, do not recompense roe,

in making me a cuckold>
Dxikt. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her.

Thy slanders t forgive ; and therewithal
Remit thy other forfeits :—Take him to prison:

And see our pleasure herein executed.
Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing ttt

death, whipping, and hanging.
Duke. Sland'ring a prince deserves it.

—

She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore.—

Joy to you, Mariana !—love her, Angelo
;

I have confess'd her, and I know her virtue.

—

Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much good-

ness :

There's more behind, that is more gratulate.

Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secrecy ;

We shall employ thee in a worthier place :

—

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's

;

The offence pardons itself.—Dear Isabel,

I have a motion much imports your good ;

Whereto if you'll a ^villing ear incline,

W^hat's mine is your's, and what is yours is mine'.—

So, bring us to our palace ; where we'll show
What's yet behind, that's meet you all should know.

lEa'eunt.





LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST.

PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.
FERDINAND, king of Navarre.
BIRON, 7LONGAVILLE, fiords, attending on the king.

DUMAIN, J

BOYET, / lords, attending on the princess

MERCADE, C of France.
Don ADKIANO DE ARMADO, a fantastical

Spaniard

.

Sir NATHANIEL, a curate.

HOLOFERNES, a schoolmastes.
DULL, a constable.
COSTARD, a clown.
MOTH, page to .Armado.
A Forester.

Princess of France.
ROSALINE, 7MARIA, Wad ies, attending on the princess^

KATHARINE, J

JAQUENETTA, a country wench.

Officers and others, attendants on ths King and
Princess.

Scene,—Navarre.





Act -v. Sc.- 3.



LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Navarre. A park, with a palace in it.

Enter the KING, BIRON, LONGAVILLfi, and
DUMAIN.

Aing. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives.
Live recfister'd upon our brazen tombs,
And then grace us in the disgrace of death

;When, spite of cormorant devouring time.
The endeavour of this present breath may buy
That honour, which Khali bate his scythe's keen edge.
And make us.heirs of all eternity.
Therefore, brave conquerors !—for so you are.
That war against your own affections.
And the huge army of the world's de;?ires,

—

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force :

Navarre shall be the woncler of the world

;

Our court shall be a little Academe,
Still and contemplative in living art.
You three, Birftn, Dumain, and Longaville,
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me.
My fellow scholars, and to keep those statutes.
That are recorded in this schedule here ;

Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names
;

That his own hand may strike his honour down.
That violates the smallest branch herein :

If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do.
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too.

Long.. I am resolv'd : 'tis but a three yeai-s' fast;
T.. mind shall banquet, though the body pine :

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits.
I)um. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified

;
The giosser manner of these world's delights
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He throws upon tlie gross world's baser slaves :

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die
;

With all these living in philosophy.

Biron. I can but say their protestation over.

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn.

That is, To live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances :

As, not to see a woman in that term ;

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there :

And, one day in a week to touch no food^

And but one meal on every day beside
;

The which, I hope, is not eiiroUed there

:

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night.

And not he. seen to wink of all the day ;

(When I was wont to think no harm all niglit.

And make a dark night too of half the day ;)

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there ;

O, these are ban-en tasks, too hard to keep
;

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep.

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these.

Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please;

I only swore, to study with your grace.

And stay here in your court for three years' space,

Xong, You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest.

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest.—

What is the end of study? let me know.
King. Why, that to know, which else we should

not know.
Biron. Things hid and baiT'd, you mean, from

common sense ?

King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense.

Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so,

To know the thin" I am forbid to know :

As thus,—To study where I well may dine.

When I to feast expressly am forbid
;

Or, study where to meet some mistress fine.

When mistresses from common sense are hid;

Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath,

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If study's gain be thus, and this be so, ^

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : t

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. y

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite,

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most

vain,

Wliich, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain:
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As, painfully to pore upon a book,

To seek the lignt of truth ; while truth the while
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look

:

Light, seeking light, doth light of light be-
guile :

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies.

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed.

By fixing it upon a fairer eye
;

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed.
And give him light that was it blinded by.

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun,

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks
;

Small have continual plodders ever won.
Save base authority from others' books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights.

That give a name to every fixed star.

Have no more profit of their shining nights,

'ITian those that walk, and wot not what they
are.

Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame
;

.^iid every godfather can give a name.
King. How well he's read, to reason against

reading !

Bum. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding!
Long, He weeds ihe corn, and still lets grow the

weeding.
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are

a breeding.

Bum. How follows that?
Biron. Fit in his place and time.

Dum. In reason nothing.

Biron. Something then in rhyme.
Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost,

That bites the first-born infants of the sprmg.
Biron. Well, say I am

;
why should proud sum-

mer boast.

Before the birds have any cause to sing?
Why should I joy in an abortive birth ?

At Christmas I no more desire a rose, "l

Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows ;
>-

But like of each thing, that in season grows. J
So you, \.o study now it is too late,

Climb o'er the house to unlock the little gate.

King. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron ; adieu !

Biron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to stay

with you

:
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And, though I have for barbarism spoke more,
Tlian for that angel knowledge you can say,

Yet confident I'll keep what 1 have swore.
And bide the penance of each three years' day.

Give me the paper, let me read the same ; "J

And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. \
King. How well this yielding rescues thee i

from shame !

'

Biron. [Reads.'j Item, 7Vtat no woman shall come
loithin a mite of my court —
And hath >his been proclaim'd ?

Long. Four days ago.
Biron. Let's see the penalty,

[fteflrfs.]

—

On pain of losing her tongue.—
Long. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why?
Long. To fright them hence with that dread

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility,

[flearfs.] Item, If any man be seen to talk with a

woman within the term of three years^ he shall endure

such publick shame as the rest of the court can pos-
sibly det'ise.—
This article, my liege, yourself must break ;

For, well you know, here comes in embassy
The French King's daughter, with yourself to

speak,

—

A maid of grace, and c6mplete majesty,'

—

About surrender-up of Aquitain

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father :

Therefore this article is made in vaiu.

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither.

King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite

forgot.

Biron. So study evermore is overshot;
While it doth study to have what it would,
It doth forget to do the thing it should :

And, when it hath the thing it hunteth most,
'Tis won, as towns ^vith fire ; so won, so lost.

King. We must, offorce,dispense with this decree;

She must lie here on mere necessity.

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn
Three thousand times within this three years'

space

:

for every man with his affects is bom ;

Not by might master'd, but by special grace

;

Who devis'd this ?
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If I break faith, this word shall speak for me,
I am forsworn on mere necessity.

—

So to the laws at large I write my name :

\_StiOscnlieS.
And he, that breaks them in the least degree*

Stands in attainder of eternal shame :

Suggestions are to others, as to me

;

But, I believe, although I seem so loth,

I am the last, that will last keep his oath.
But is there no quick recreation granted ?

King. Ay, that there is : our court, you know, is
haunted

With a refined traveller of Sj^ain

;

A man in all the world's new fashion planted,
Tliat hath a mint of phrases in his brain :

One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony

;

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny :

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,
For interim to our studies, shall relate.

In high-horn words, the worth of many a knight
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I
;

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie,

And I will use him for my minstrelsy.
Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight.
J.o/ig. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our

sport

;

And, so to study, three years is but short.

Enter DULL, mi/i n letter, nnrf COSTARD.
Dull. Which is the duke's own person ?

Biron. This, fellow ; What would'st?
Dull. I myself repreliend his own person, for I

am his grace's tharborough : but I would see his
own person in flesh and blood.

Biron. This is he.
Dull. Signior Arme—Arme—commends you.

ITiere's villainy abroad ; this letter Avill tell yoa
more.

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching
me.

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in God

for high words.
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Long. A high hope for a low having : God grant

ua patience

!

Biron. To hear? or forbear liearing?

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh mode-
rately ; or to forbear both.

Biroji. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give u3

cause to climb in the merriness.

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning

Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken with
the manner.
Biron . In what manner ?

Cost. In manner and form following, sir ; all

those three : I was seen with her in the manor
house, sitting with her upon the form, and taken
following her into the park ;

which, put together,

is, in manner and form following. Now, sir, for

the manner,—it is the manner of a man to speak to

a woman: for the form,—in some form.
Biron. For the following, sir?

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction ; And
God defend the right

!

King. Will you hear this letter with attention?

Biron. As we would hear an oracle.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken

after the flesh.

King. ["Reads.] Great deputy, the welkin's vice-

gerent, and sole domiriator of Namrre, my soul's

earth's God, and body'sfostering patron,—
Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King. So it is,—
Cost. It may be so ; but if he say it is so, he is,

in telling true, but so, so.

King. Peace.
Cost. —be to me, and every man that dares not

fight!

King, No words.
Cost. —of other men's secrets, I beseech you.

King. So it is, besieged ivith sable-coloured melan-

choly, I did commend the black- oppressing humour
to the most wholesome physick of thy health-giving

air
; and, as I am a gentleman, betook myself to

walk. The time when f About the sixth hour; when

beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men sit down
to that nourishment which is called supper. So much
for the time when : Noio for the ground lohick ;

which,

J mean, I walked upon : it is ycleped thy park.

Then for the place where ; where, I mean, I did en-
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counter that obscene and most preposterous event,

that draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon-coloured

ink, which here thou viewesi, beholdest, surveyest, or

seest: But to the place, where,— It standeth north-

north-east and by east from the west corner of thy

curious-knotted garden : There did 1 see that low-

spirited swain, that base minnow of thy mirth.

Cost. Me.
•King. —that unletter'd small-knowing soul.

Cost. Me.
King. —that shallow vassal,

Cost. Still me.
King. —which, as I remember, kight Costard,

Cost. O me !

King, —sorted and consorted, contrary to thy
estahlished proclaimed edict and continent canon,

with—with,—0 with—but with this I passion to say
wherewith.

Cost. With a wench.
King. —with a child of our grandmother Eve, a

female; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a wo-
man. Him I (as my euer esteemed duty pricks me
on) have sent to thee, to receive the meed of punish-
ment, by thy sweet grace's oj^cer, Antony Bull ; a
titan ofgood repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation.

Dull. Me, an't shall please you ; I am Antony
Dull.

King. For Jaqucnetta, (so is the weaker vessel

called, which J apprehended with the aforesaid swain,}

I keep her as a vessel of thy law's fury ; and shall,

at the least of iky sweet notice, bring her to trial.

Thine, in all compliments of devoted and heart-

burning heat of duty,
Don ^driano de j4rmado.

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but
the best that ever I heard.
King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah,

what say you to this ?

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation ?

•Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but
little of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment,
to he taken with a wench.

Cost. I was taken with none, sir, I was taken

with a damosel.
King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel.
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Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir; she was
a virgin.

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed
virgin.

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was
taken with a maid.

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir.
Cost. This maid will serve ray turn, sir.
A7«^. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence ; You

^hall fast a week with bran and water.
Cosl. I had rather pray a month with mutton

and porridge.

J^ifg- And Don Armada shall be your keeper.—
My lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er.

—

And go we, lords, to put in practice that,
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.—

[Ea.'eunt King^ Longuville, and Dumain.
Biron. I'll lay my head to any -jood man's hat,

These oaths and laws wili prove an idle
scorn,

—

Sirrah, come on.
Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir^ for true it is, I

was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a
true girl ; and therefore. Welcome the sour cup of
prosperity ! Affliction may one day smile asjain, and
till then. Sit thee down, sorrow t '[_E.veuiit.

SCENE II.

.Another part of the same. Ai-mado's house.

Enter ARMADO and MOTH.
Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great

spirit grows nrelancholy 7

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he wiU look sad.
Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same

thing, dear imp.
Moth. No, no; O lord, sir, no.
Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan-

choly, my tender juvenal ?

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work-
ing, my tough senior.
Arm. Why tou"h senior? why tough senior?
Aloth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal?
Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent

cpitheton, appertaining to thy young days, whicli '

we may nominate tender.
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Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent tiaij
to your old time, which ive may name touch
Arm, Pretty, and apt.
Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and mysaymg apt T or I apt, and my saying pretty '

.rfrm. Thou pretty,, because little.
Moth. Little pretty, because little: Wherefore apt'

. Arm. And therefore apt, because quick.MM. Speak you this in my praise, master?
Arm. Jn thy condign praise.
Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.Arm. What » that an eel is ingenious ?
Moth. That an eel is quick.
Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thou

heatest my blood.
Moth. I am answered, sir.
Arm. I love not to be crossed.
Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses love

""l*'"-,. . iAside.

Iheduke
" promised to study three years with

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir
Arm. Impossible.
Motk. How many is one thrice told?
Arm. I am. ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit

of a tapster. ^

Moth. Yoa are a gentleman, and a gamester, sirArm. I confess both; they are both the varnish
ot a complete man.
Aloa. Then,, I am sure, you know how much,

Ine gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.

ifr".
amount to one more' than two.

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three.
Arm. True.
Moll,. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study?Row here is three studied, ere you'll thrice winit

and how easy it is to put years to the word three-,
and study three years in two words, the dancing
horse will tell you. ''

Arm. A most fine figure !

Motk. To prove you a cypher. [Aside.
Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love -

and, as it is base for a soldier to love, so I am in
love with a base wench. If drawing my sword
against the humour of aifection would deliver merom the reprobate thought of it,. I would tak».
O'isire prisoner, and ransom him- to any Frendi

i
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courtier for a new devised courtesy. I thinlt scorn

to ait* ;
methinlts, I should outswear Cupid. Lorn-

fort me, boy : What great men have been m low!

Moth. Hercules, master.
.

^rm. Most sweet Hercules !—More authority,

dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let them

be men of good repute and carriage.

Moth Samson, master : he was a man ot goM

carriage, great carriage; for he carried the to™-

gates on his bacl;, lilte a porter : and he was m

O well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed Sam-

son ' I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thai

didst me in carrying gates. I am in love too,-

"Who was Samson's love, my dear Moth f

Moth. A woman, master.

Arm. Of what complexion ?

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two;

or one of the four. , ,

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion :

Moth. Ot the sSa-water green, sir.

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions f

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best of the«

*°^'rm. Green, indeed, is the colour ot lovers

but to have a love ot that colour, melhnilts, ham-

son had small reason for it. He, surely, atected

her for her wit.

Moth. It was so, sir; tor she had a green wit.

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and rei

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master,are maskei

under such colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongu!

"^^Jrni" Sweet invocation ot a child ;
most prettf

and pathetical ! „ , . . .

Moth. It she be made of white and red,

Her faults will ne'er be known

;

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred.

And fears by pale-white shown :

Then, if she fear, or be to blame.

By this you shall not know ;

For still her cheeks possess the same,

Which native she doth owe.

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason o

white and red.
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Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and
the Beggar?
Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad

some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not ti>

be found ;
or, if it were, it would neither serve

for the ^vTiting, nor the tune.

Arm. I will have the subject newly wiit o'er,

that I may example my digression by some mighty
frecedeut. Biy, I do love that country girl, that
took in the park with the rational hind Costard j

she deserves well.

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love than
my master. \^Aside,

Arm. Siug, hoy
;
my spirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light

wench.
^rm. I say, sing.

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Ent&r DULL, COSTARD, anrf JAQUENETTA.
Dull. Sir, the duVe's pleasure is, that you keep

Costard safe
; and you must let him take no de-

light, nor no penance ; but a' must fast three days
a week : For this damsel, I must keep her at the
park; she is allowed for the day-woman. Fare
you well.

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.-^Maid 1

Jnq. Man !

Arm. 1 will visit thee at the lodge.
Jaq. That's hereby.
Arm. I know where it is situate.
Jnq, Lord, how wise you arel
Arm. I will tell thee wonders.
Juq. With that face ?

Arm. I love thee.

Jaq. So I heard you say.
Arm. And so farewell.
Jaq, Fair weather after you !

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away.
[Baeunt Dull and Jaqutnetta>

Arm. Villain, thou shall fast for thy offences,
ere thou be pardoned.

Cust. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do
it on a full stomach.
Arm, Thou shalt be heavily punished.
Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fc^

iows, for they are but lightly xewavded.
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^rm Take away this villain; shut him up,
Moth. Comej you transgressing slave; away.
Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir j I will fast,

being loose.

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou
shalt to prison.

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of

desolation that I have seen, some shall sec

—

Moth. Wllat shall some see ?

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent

in their words ; and, therefore, I will say nothin?;
I thank God, I have as little patience as another
man; and therefore I can be quiet.

\_Kxeunl Moth and Costard.
j4r?n, I do affect the very ground, which is base,

where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her fool,

which is basest, doth tread. 1 shall be forsworn,
(which is a great argument of falsehood,) if I love

:

And how can that be true love, which is falsely

attempted? Love is a familiar
; love is a devil;

there is no evil angel but love. Yet Samson was
so tempted: and he had an excellent strength:
yet was Solomon so seduced

; and he had a very

good wit. Cupid's butt-shaft is too hard for Her-
cules' club, and therefore too much odds for a Spa-
niard's rapier. The first and second cause will not

serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, the

duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be called

boy ; but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu,
valour! rust, rapier.' be still, drum! for your
manager is in love; yea, he loveth. Assist me
some extemporal god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I

shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit; write, pen; for

I am for whole volumes in folio. [_Exit.

ACT IL SCENE 1.

Another part of the same, .^pavilion and tents &l

a distance.

Enter the Princess of France, ROSALINE, MA-
RIA, KATHARINE, BO YET, Lords, andotha
.attendants.

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest

spirits :

Consider who the king your father sends
;

To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy :
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Yourself, held precious in tlie world's esteem
;

To parley with the sole inheritor
Of all perfections, that a man may owe,
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen.
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace.
As nature was in maliing graces dear,
"When she did starve the general world beside.
And prodigally gave them all to you.
Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but

mean.
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise

;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye.
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues :

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth.
Than you much willing to be counted wise
In spending your wit in the praise of mine.
But now to task the tasker,—Good Boyet,
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow.
Till painful study shall out-wear three years,
No woman may approach his silent court :

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course,
Before we enter his forbidden gates.
To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf,
Bold of your worthijiess, we single you
As our best-movmg fair solicitor :

Tell hira, the daughter of the king of France,
On serious business, craving quick despatch,
Imp6rtunes personal conference with his grace.
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend.
Like humbly-visag'd suitors, liis high will.

Boy. Proud of employment, willingly I go. \_Ea. it.

Prin, All pride is willing pride, and yours is so.

—

Who are the votaries, my loving lords.

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke 1

1 Lord. Longaville is one.
Prin. Know you the man ?

Mar. T know him, madam ; at a marriage feast.

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir
Of Jaques Falconbridge sol&mnized.
In Normandy saw I this Longaville :

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd
;

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in anns :

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well.
'

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss,

(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,)



156 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Act 3.

Is a sharp wit matched with too blunt a will

;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still

wills

It should none spare, that come within his power.

Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is't so ^

Mar. They say so most, that most his humours
know

.

Pnn.Such short-liv'd wits do wither as they grow.

Who are the rest i

Katk. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd

youth.
Of all, that virtue love, for virtue lov'd :

Most power to do most harm, least knoiHng ill

;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good.

And shape to win grace, though he had no wit.
'

I saw him at the duke Alengon's once
;

And much too little of that good, I saw.
Is my report to his great worthiness.

Ros. Another of these students at that time

Was there with him : if I have heard a truth,

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man.
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never spent an hour's talk withal

:

His eye begets occasion for his wit;
For every object that the one doth catch.

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest

;

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,)

Delivers in such apt and gracious words,
That aged ears play truant at his tales.

And younger hearings are quite ravished
;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin . God bless my ladies ! are they all in love

;

That every one her own hath garnished

With such bedecking ornaments of praise?

Mar. Here comes Boyet.

Re-enter BOYET.
Prin. Now, what admittance, lord?
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approact;

And he, and his competitors in oath.

Were all address'd to meet you, gentle lady.

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt,

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

<Like one that comes here to besiege his court,)

Than seek a dispensation for his oath.

To let you enter his unpeopled house.

Here comes Navarre. iThe ladiei maii-
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Enter KING, LONGAVILLE, DUMATN,
BIRON, and Atienduhts,

King^ Fair princess, welcome to the court of

. Navarre.
Prin. Fair, I give you back again ; and, -welcome

I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to

be yours ; and welcome to the wide fields too base

to be mine.
King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court,

Prin . I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither.

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath.

Prin. Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forsvrom.

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will.

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and no-
thint; else.

King. .Your ladyship is i-rnorant what it is.

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise.

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.

I hear, your grace hath swom-out house-keeping :

'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord.

And sin to break it

:

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold
;

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming.

And suddenly resolve me in my suit.

\_Gives a paper.

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.
Prin. You wiU the sooner, that I were away

;

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay.

Biron . Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

* Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once?

Biron. I know, you did.

Ros. How needless was it then

To ask the question !

Biron. You must not be so quick.

Ros. 'Tis long of you that spur me with such

questions.

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast,

'twill tire.

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.

Biron. What time o'day?
Ros. The hour, that fools should ask.

Biron. Now fair befall your mask !

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers !

Biron . And send you many lovers !

Res. Amen, so you be none.
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Bhon. Nay, then will I be gone.
King. Madam, your father here doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns
;

Being but the one half of an entire sum.
Disbursed by my father in his wars.
But say, that lie, or we, (as neither have,)
Receiv'd that sum

;
yet there remains unpaid

A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which,
One part of Aquitain is bound to us.
Although not valued to the money's worth.
If then the king your father will restore
But that one half, which is unsatisfied,
"We will give up our right in Aquitain,
And hold fair friendship with his majesty.
But that, it seems, he little purposeth,
For here he doth demand to liave repaid
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands,
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns.
To have his title live in Aquitain

;

Which we much rather had depart withal.
And have the money by our father lent.

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far
From reason's j'ielding, your fair self should make
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my brea?t.
And go well satisfied to France again.

Prtn. You do the king my father too much wrong,
And wrong the reputation of your name.
In so unseeming to confess receipt

Of that, which hath so faithfully been paid.
King. I do protest, I never heard of it

;

And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back.
Or yield up Aquitain.

Pria. We arrest your word :
—

Boyet, you can produce acquittances.
For such a sum, from special officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfy me so.

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not eome,
Where that and other specialties are bound

;

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.
King. It shall suffice me : at which interview,

All liberal reason I will yield unto.

Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand,
As honour, without breach of honour, may
Make tender of to thy true worthiness :

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates

;
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But here without you shall be so receiv'd,
As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart.
Though so denied fair harbour in my house.
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell

:

To-morrow shall we visit you again,
Prin. Sweet health and fair desires comfort your

grace !

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place !

\_Ea-eunt King and his Train.
Biron. Lady,I will commend you to my own

heart.

Ros. 'Pray you, do my commendations ; I would
be glad to see it,

Biron. I would you heard it groan,
RoS. Is the fool sick ?

Biron. Sick at the heart,
Hos. Alack, let it blood.
Biron. Would that do it good?
Ros. My physick says, I,

Biron. Will you prick 't with your eye ?

Ros. No poynt, with my knife.
Biron. Now, God save thy life !

Ros. And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving, [Retiring.
Bum. Sir, I pray you, a word: What lady is

that same?
Boi/et. The heir of Alencon, Rosaline her name.
Dum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well.

{Ea'it.
Long. T beseech you a word

i
What is she in the

white 1

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in
the light.

Long. Perchance, light in the light; I desire her
name.

Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desirs
that, were a shams.

Long, Pray you, sir, whose daughter ?

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.
Long, God's blessing on your beard !

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended :

She is an heir of Falconbridge,
Long. Nay, my choler is ended.

She is a most sweet lady.
Boyet. Not unlike, sir ; that may be. [Exit Long.
Biron. What's her name, in the eap?
Boyet. Katheriue, by good bap.
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Biron. Is she wedded, or no?
Boyet. To hev will, sir, or so.

Biron. You are welcomej sir ;
adieu !

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you,

[Eait Biron.—Ladies uiimask.

Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord;

JJot a word with him but a jest.

Boyet. And eveiy jest but a word.

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his

word.
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was ta

board.
MaT. Two hot sheeps, marry !

Boyet. And wherefore not shipsT

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips.

Alar. You sheep, and I pasture ; Shall that finish

the jest?

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me.
[Of(ring to kiss her.

Alar. Not so, gentle beast;.

'Mff lip-: are no common, though several they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom?
Mar. To my fortunes and me.

Bti/z. Good wits will be jangling : but, gentles,

agree

:

The civil war of wits were much better used

On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused.

Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom lies,)

By the heart's still rhetorick, disclosed with eyes,

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin . With what ?

Boyet. With that, which we lovers entitle affected.

Pria . Your reason ?

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their

retire

To the court o." his eye, peeping thorough desire :

His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed,

Pi-oud with his form, in his eye pride expressed;

His tongue, all impatient to spesJc and not see.

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ;

All senses to that sense did make their repair.

To feel only looking on fairest of fair :

Methought, all his senses were loek'd in his eye.

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ;

Who, tend'ring their own worth, from where they

were glass'd.

Did point you to buy th«m, along as you pass a.
j

I
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His face's own mavgent did quote such amazes.

That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes :

I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his.

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss.

Prin . Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is disposed

—

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye
hath disclosed :

I only have made a mouth of his eye,

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie.

Ros. Tftou art an old love-monger, and speak'st

skilfully.

Mar. He is Cupid's gi-andfather, and learns news
of him.

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother ; for her
father is but grim.

Soyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches?
Mar. No.
Boyet. What then, do you see?

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet. You are too hard for me.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Another part of the same.

Enter ARMADO and MOTH.
.i4rm. Warble, child; make passionate my sense

of hearing.

Moth. Concotinet {Singing.

Arm. Sweet air !—Go, tenderness of years ; take

this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him
festinately hither ; I must employ him in a letter

to my love.

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a
French brawl ?

Arm. How mean'st thou ? brawling in French ?

Moth. No, my complete master : but to jig off a
tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your
feet, humour it with turning up your eye-lids

;

sigh a note, and sing a note ; sometime through
the throat, as if you swallowed love with singing

love ; sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed

up love by smelling love ; with your hat penthoiise-

like, o'er the shop of your eyes ; with your ai-ms

crossed on your thin belly-doublet, like a rabbit on
a spit ; or your hands in your pocket, like a man
after the old painting ; and keep not too long in one
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tune, but a snip and avray : These are complements,
these are humours , these betray nice wenches—that
would be betrayed without these ; and make them
men of note, (do you note, men ?) that most are

affected to these.

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience?
Moth. By my penny of observation.
Jirm. But O,—but O,—
Moth. —the hobby-horse is forgot.
Ann. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse?
Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a

colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have
you forgot your love i

Arm. Almost I had.
Moth, Negligent student! learn her by heart.
Arm- By heart, and in heart, boy.
Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three

will prove.
Arm. What wilt thou prove ?

Moth, A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and
without, upon the instant : By heart you love her,

because your heart cannot come by her : in heart

you love her, because your heart is in love with
her ; and out of heart you love her, being out of

heart, that you cannot enjoy her.
Arm. I am all these three.

Moth, And three times as much more, and yet

nothing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry me
a letter.

Moth. A message well sympathised; a horse to

be embassador for an ass !

Ann. Ha, ha! what sayest thou?
Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upoa

the horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go.

Arm. The way is but short; away.
Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious?
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow?
Moth, Alinbne, honest master; or rather, mas-

ter, no.

Arm. I say, lead is slow.
Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so:

Is that lead slow, which is fir'd from a gun?
Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetorick !

He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, tliat'she

I shoot thee at the s^ain.
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Moth. Tliump then, and I flee. \_EA'i£.

^rm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of
grace !

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face ;

Slost rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.
My herald is return'd.

Re-enter MOTH and COSTARD.
Modt. A wonder, master; here's a Costard broken

in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come,—thy
renvoi/ ;—begin.

Cost. No enigma, no riddle, no I'envoy; no salve
in the mail, sir : O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain;
no I'enrot/, no I'envoy, no salve, sir, but a plantain!

j4rm. By virtue, thou euforcest laughter; thy
silly thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs
provokes me to ridiculous smiling : O, pardon me,
my stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for
I'envoy, and the word, I'envoy^ for a salve t

Moth. Do the wise think them other ? is not
renvip a salve ?

Ann. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse,
to make plain

Some obscure precedence, that hath tofore beensain.
I will example it

:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-be^,
Were still at odds, being but three.

There's the moral : Now the Venvoy.
Moth. I will add the l envoy ; Say the moral ag^n.
Ann. The fox, the ape, and the humbie-bee.
Were still at odds, being but three :

Moth. Until the goose came out of door.
And stay'd the odds by adding four.

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow
with my i'envoy.

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.
Were still at odds, being but three :

Arm. Until the goose came out of door.
Staying the odds by adding four.

Moth. A good I'envoy, ending in the goose;
Would you desire more !

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose>
that's flat :

—

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be
fat.—

To sell a bargain wellj is as cunning as fast and loose

:
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Let me see a fat I'envoy
;
ay, that's a fat goose.

Arm. Come hither, come hither: How did this

argument begin ?

A/oi^.By saying that a Co.'i^flrrf was broken in a shin.

Then call'd you for the Venvoy,
Cost. True, and I for a plantain; Tlius came

your avKument in
;

Then the boy's fHtl'envoy, the goose that you bought;
And he ended the market.

j4rm. But tell me ; how was there a Costard
broken in a shin ?

Moth. I ivill tell you sensibly.

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth; I will

speak that I'envoy :

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within.

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin.

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee.

Cost. O, marry me to one Frances ;—I smell

Borne I'envoyy some goose, in this.

Ann. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting- thcf at

liberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert im-

mured, restrained, captivated, bound.
Cost. True, true ; and now you will be my pur-

gation, and let me loose.

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from

durance ;
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee

nothing but this : Bear this significant to the

country maid Jaquenetta : there is remuneration;

\_Oiving hvn mowevO ^^"^ hest ward of mine

honour is, rewarding my dependents. Moth, fol-

low.
Moth. Like the sequel, T.—Signior Costard, adieu.

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh \ my ineony

Jew !— {Ka-H Moth.

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remunera-
tion ! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings:

three farthings—remuneration.

—

What's tne price of

this inkle ? a penny :—No, I'll give you a remunera-

tion: why, it carries it.—Remuneration'.—why, it

is a fairer name than French crown. I will never

buy and sell out of this word.

Entsr BIRON.
Biron. O, my good knave Costard! exceedingly

well met.
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Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon
may a man buy for a remuneration ?

Biron. What is a remuneration?
Coit. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing.

lilTon. O, why theu, three farthings-worth of silk.

Co:*. I thank your worship: God be with you!
liiron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee

:

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave,
3)o one thing for me, that I shall entreat.

Cost. When would you have it done, sir?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well.
Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first.

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morro^v
morning.

Biron. it must be done this afternoon. Hark,
slave, it is but this ;

—

The princess comes to hunt here in the park.
And in her train there is a gentle lady

;

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her
name,

And Rosaline they call her: ask for her;
And to her white hand see thou do commend
This seal'd-up counsel. There's thy guerdon; go.

[_Gives him money.
Cost. Guerdon,—O sweet euerdon ! better than

remuneration
;
eleven-pence farthing better : Most

sweet guerdon !—I will do it, sir, in print.

—

Guerdon—remuneration. [^Eait.

Biron . O !—And I, forsooth, in love ! I, that have
been love's whip

;

A very beadle to a humorous sigh
;

A critiek
;
nay, a night-watch constable

j

A domineering pedant o'er the boy.
Than whom no mortal so magnificent

!

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy ;

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid

;

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms.
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents.
Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces.
Sole imperator, and great general
Of trotting paritors,—O my little heart

!

And I to be a coi-poral of his field.

And wear Ms colours like a tumbler's hoop!
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What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife !

A woman, that is like a Gei-man clock,

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame
;

And never going aright, being a watch.

But being watch'd that it may stjU go right

:

Nay, to be peijur'd, which is worst of all

:

And, among three, to love the worst of all

;

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow,

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed,

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard :

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her !

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague.

That Cupid win impose for my neglect

Of his almighty dreadful little might.

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groi

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan.
[Exa

ACT IV. SCENE I.

Another part of the same.

Enter the PRINCESS, ROSALINE, MARIA,
KATHARINE, BOYET, ior&, attendants,

and a Forester.

Prin. Was that the king that spurr'd his horse

so hard
Against the steep upnsmg of the hill

.

Bovet. I know not; but, I think, it was not he.

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mountml

Well, kndt', to-day we shall have our despatch ;

On Saturday we will return to France.—

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush.

That we must stand and play the murderer in !

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice i

A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot.

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair, that shoot,

And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot.

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.

Prin. What, what? first praise me, and again

O short-liv-d pride ! not fair ? alack for woe !

For, Yes, madam, fair.

p^^^ Nay, never paint me now

,

Where' fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.

Here, good, my glass, take this for telling true
;

' ^ > 1 o
\_Giving Aim money.
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[

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

I

For. Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit.
Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit.

0 heresy in fair, fit for these days !

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.—
But come,_ the bow :—Now mercy goes to kill.
And shooting well is then accounted ill.

I

ITius will I save my credit in the shoot :

Not wounding, pitj^ would not let me do't
;

If wounding, then it was to show my skill.
That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill.
And, out of question, so it is sometimes;

j

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes
;

i }Yr^^^^'
^^'"^'^ sake, for praise, an outward part,

,

We bend to that the working of the heart

:

,

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill

i

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill.
Boyet.Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty

Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be
Lords o'er their lords ?

Prin. Only for praise : and praise we may afford,
lo any lady, that subdues a lord.

Enter COSTARD.
Prin. Here comes a member of the commonwealth.
(.ost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you which is

the head lady / .

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest
that have no heads.

G}st. Which is the greatest lady, the highest?
PriH. Ihe thickest, and the tallest.
Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so:

trmh is truth.
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my \vit.
One of those maids' girdles for your waist should

\ be fit-

I
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest

I here.
Prin. What's your will, sir? what's your will?

|l Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one
lady Rosaline,

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend
' of mine ;

'Stand aside, good bearer.—Boyet, you can carve:
IJlreak up this capon.

I'lT^"'^'''
^ ^™ bound to serve,

—

llflia letter is mistook, it importeth none here
;
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It is writ to Jaquenetta.
,

Prln ^"''^ '
"

Break the neclt of the wai, and every one give ear.

Bovet. [Reads.: Bi/ hecxn, that tkou art /mr, <s

,mst mfa!mte: true, thai thou art bemlsous; truth

7/elr Lt thou art '''''y: More jaher than fau.

beautiful than leauteotts; truer than truth usel/,

have commiseration on thy Urotcal
"^f^''-' J^'

mofrnanimous and most illustrate king CofheM^ set

Ttifupon the perniaous and induMaie beggar Zenc-

5Sr; and he it was that might rightly say, ven^

viSi vici: which to anatomize tn the vulgar, (0

taseand obscure vulgar!) videlicet, he camcsaw.ani

mercame: he came, onersaw, tm; overcame, three.

Zho came f the king ? IVhy did he come f to see,

mv did he see ? to overcome : 1o whom came he I

Z the beggar; mat saw het the beggar; fVha

Zercamefef the beggar:^ '"'^Jl^fS'.
On whose side? the ting's: the captive is enrich d

On whose side? the beggar's: The catastrophe « «

fluftiaU On whose side? the king's f-no, on both

"n one, or one in both. I am the king, for so stanih

the comparison: thou the beggar; for »
thu lowliness. Shall I command thy love? I may.

Sha I I enforce thy love? I could: Shall I entreat

thv love? I will fVhat shall thou exchange for

rags7 robes; For tittles, titles; For thyself m.

As, expecting Ihij reply, I profane my hps on thp

foot, my eyes on tfiy picture, and my heart on Ihj

"""^
''nine, in the dearest design of industry,

Don Adriano de Jrmam.

Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar

'Gainst thee, thou laml), that slandest as ha

SutaiSwe'fall his princely feet hefore

And he from forage will incline to play :

But if thou strive, poor soul, what an thou thenl'

Food for his rage, repasture for h" den.
,

Prin . What plume of feathers is he, that indilen,

this letter?
, , , _J

What vane! what wealhcr-cock T did you mV
hear better ? .

:

Boyet. I am much deceived, hut I remembei tkjl

Pnny^it% your memory is bad, going o'er i
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Bovet. This Armado is a Spaniard, th^t keeps
here in court

;

A phantasm, a Mooavcho, and one that makes sport
To the prince, and his book-mates.
Pr^n. Tfeou, fellow, a word :

Who gave thee this letter?

Cost. I told you
; my lord.

Prin. Te whom shouldst thou give it?
Cost. From my lord to my lady.
Priti. From which lord, to which lady ?

Cost, From my lord Birou, a good master of mine.
To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline.

Prin. Thou hast tnistaktu his letter. Come,
lords, away.

Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another
day. \_Ea'it Princess and 7'rain,

Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor?
Ros. Shall I teach you to knowf
Bayet. Ay, my contijient of beauty.
R^- Why slie, that bears the bow.

Finely put off!

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if thoU
marry,

Haug me by the neck, if horn^ that year miscai-ry.
Finely put on !

Ros. Well then, I am the .shooter,
B(^eS, And who is your deer^
Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself: come

near.
Finely put on, indeed !

—

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Eoyet, and sh*
strikes at the brow.

Boyet. But she hersell'is hit lower : Have I hit
her now ?

i2os. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying,,

that was a man when king Pepin of France was a
little boy, as touching the hit it ?

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old,
that was a woman when Queen Guinever of Bri-
tain was -J. little wench, as touching the hit it.

Ros, 7'hou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, [Singing,
Thou canst not hit it, my good man.

Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, cannot,
^n I cannoti another can.

{/Cxeunt Ros. and Katk.
Cost. By my troth, most pleasant ! how both did

fit it!

36
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Mar. A mavk mavvellous well shot ; for they

both did hit it.

SoyeC. A mark ! O, mark but that mark ; A
raarkj says my lady !

Let the mark have a prick in't, to mete at,if it may be.

jV/h/.Wide o'the how hand ! Tfaith your hand is out.

Cost. Indeed, a' must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er

hit the clout.

Bot/et. An if my hand be out, then, belike your

hand is in.

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving

the pin.

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips

grow foul.

Cost. She's too hard for you at pricks, sir; chal-

lenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I fear too much nibbing ; Good night, my
good owl. \_Es-eant Boyet and Maria.

Coat. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown !

Lord, lord ! how the ladies and I have put him down!

O'ray troth,most sweetjests! mostincony vulgar wit!

When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it

were, so fit.

Ai-matho o' the one side,—O, a most dainty man!
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan

!

To see him kiss his band ! and how most sweetly

a' will swear !

—

And his page o' t' other side, that handful of wit

!

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit

!

Sola, sola !
[^Shouting within.

[_Ea:it Costard, running.

SCENE II.

ITie same.

Enter HOLQFERNJIS, Sir NATHANIEL, and

DULL.
Nath. Vei-y reverent sport, truly; and done m

the testimony of a good conscience.

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, m sanguiS,--

blood: ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth

like a iewel in the ear of c^/o.^the sky, the welkin,

the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab, on the

face of /err«,—the soil, the land, the earth.

Nath. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are

sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least
;

Kut,

sir; I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head.

ffoL Sir Nathaniel, kai^d credo.
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Dull. 'Twas not a haud credo, 'twas a pricket.
Hal. Most bavbarous intimation ! yet a kind of

insinuation, as it were, ire via, in way, of explica-
tion ; facere, as it were, replication, or, rather,
ostentnre, to show, as it were, his inclination,

—

afier his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, un-
pruned,unlrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest,
unconfiimed feshion,—to insert again my kaud
credo for a deer.

Dull. I said the deer was not a haud credo ; 'twas
a prieket.

Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, bis cocius.'—O thou
monster ignorance, how defonned dost thou look

!

Nuth. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that
are bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, as it

were ; he hath not dnink ink : his intellect is not
replenished; he is only an animal, only sensible in
the duller parts :

And such barren plants are set before us, that we
thankful should be

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts,
that do fructify in us more than he.

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indis-
creet, or a fool.

So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him
in a school

:

Kut, omne bene, say I
;
being of an old father's mind.

Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind.
Dull. You two are book-men : Can you tell by

your wit
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not

five weeks old as yet ?

Nol. Dictynna, good man DuUj Dictynna, good
man Dull.

Hull. What is Dictynna?
Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon.
ffol. The moon was a month old, when Adam

was no more
;

And raught not to five weeks, when he came to
fivescore.

The allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. 'Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in the

exchange.
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the allu-

sion holds in the exchange.
Dull. And I say the poliusion holds in the ex-

change ; for the moon is never but a month old

:



173 I/OVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Act 4.

imd I say beside, that 'twas a pricket that the
princess kill'd.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, ivill you hear an extemporal
iftpilapK on the death of the deer ? and, to humour
the ignorant, I Jfciave call'd tlie deer the princess
idll'd, a pricket.

Nath. Perge^ good master Holofemes, ^er^cj so
it shall please you to abrogate scurrility.

Hoi. I will something affect the letter; for it

-argues facility.

The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty

pleasing pricket ^

Stme say, a sore; but not a sore, tUl now made sore

with shooting.

The dogs tUd yell: put I to sore, then sorel JuTnps
from -thicket

;

•Or pricket, sore, or else sorei; the people fall &
hooting.

If sore be sere, then L to sore makesfifty sores; 0
sore L!

Of one sore J an hundred make, by adding but one

more L.
Nath. A lare talent 1

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws
Eum with a talent.

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple
;

a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures,

shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, re-

volutions : these are begot in the ventricle of me-
mory, nourished in the womb of pia mater ; and
deliv^r'd upon the mellowing of occasion : But the

gift is good in those in whom it is acute, and I

am thankful for it.

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you; and so

may my parishioners; for their sons are well

tutor'd by you, and their daughters profit very

greatly under you : you are a good member of the

commonwealth

,

Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they

shall want no Instruction : if their daughters be

capable, I will put it to them ; But, vir sapit, qui

pauca loquitur: a soul feminine saliiteth us.

Enter JAQUENETTA and COSTARD.
Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person.

IIol. Master person,

—

quasi pers-on. And if om
should be pierced, which is the one t
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Cost. Marryr master schoolmaster, he thaf is^

Jikest to a hogshead.
ffol. Of piercing a hogshaad ! a good lustre o£

conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint,
pearl enough for a swine : 'Bs pretty; it is well.

./a?. Good master parson, be so good as read me
this letter ;

it was given me by Costard,, and sent
me from Don Armaiho ; I beseech you,, read it.

Hoi. Fausie, precor geVida a;uando pecus otnne suB
umbra

Ruminnt,—and so forth. Ah,- good old Mantuan I
I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ;

Fine^ia, P'inegia,
Chi non te vede, ei non te previa.

Old Mantuan ! old ^^anVlan ! Who understandetii
thee not, loves thee not.

—

Ut, re, sol, Za,.mi,fa.—
Under pardon, sir, what are the coatents ? or,,
rather, as Horace says in his—What, my soul,,
vej-ses f

Nsih. Ay, sir, and very learned.
Hot. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse:

Ltse, domine.

Nalh. If love make me forsworn, how shall I
swear to love ?

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed f
Though to myselfforsworn, to thee I'll faithful provB;
Those thoughts to me wera oaks, to thee like

osiers bowed.
Study his bias leaves,and makes his book thine eyes;
Where all those pleasures live, that art would
comprehend

:

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall
suffice

;

Weil learned is that tongue, that well can thee
commend

:

All ignorant that soul, that sees thee without
wonder

;

(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts
admire ;)

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his
dreadful thunder,

Which, not to anger bent, is musick, and sweet
fire.

Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong.
That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly

tongue

!

Mol. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss
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the accent : let me supervise the canzonet. Here
are only numbers ratified

;
but, for the elegancy,

facility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius
Naso was the man • and why, indeed, Naso ; but
for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy,
the jerks of invention ? Imitari, is nothing : so doth
the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired
horse his rider. But damosella virgin, was this
directed to you ?

Juq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of
the strange queen's lords.

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript. To tha
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosaline.
I will look again on the intellect of the letter, for
the nomination of the party writing to the persoa
written unto

:

Your Ladyship's in all desired employment,
BIRON.

Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries
with the king ; and here he hath framed a letter
to a sequent of the stranger queen's, which, acci-
dentally, or by the way of progression, hath mis-
carried.—Trip and go, my sweet; deliver this
paper into the royal hand of the king ; it may con-
cern much: Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive
thy duty ; adieu.

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, God save
your life !

Cost. Have with thee, my girl.

{Saeuni Cost, and Jag.
Nath. Sir, you have done tliis in the fear of God,

very religiously; and as a, certain father saith
Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear

colourable colours. But, to i-etum to the verses
;

Did they please you, sir Nathaniel?
Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.
Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain

pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, it shall
please you to gratify the table with a grace, I will,

on my privilege I have with the parents of the
foresaid child or pupil, undertake your ben vcnnto;
where I will prove those verses to be very un-
learned, neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor in-
vention : I beseech your society.

Nath. And thank you too": for society,) saith the
text,) is the happiness of life.

HqI, Ajid, certes, the text most infallibly Qon-
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eludes it.—Sir, [7b Dull,'] I do invite you too;
you shall not say me, nay: pauca verba. Away;
the gentles are at their game, and we will to our
recreation. {EA-eunt.

SCENE m.
Another part of ike same.

Enter BIRON, wilh a paper.

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I am
coursing myself

: they have piteh'd a toil ; I am
toiling in a pitch; pitch, that defiles; defile! a
foul word. Well, Set thee down, sorrow f for so,
they say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the
fool. Well proved, wit ! By the lord, this love is

as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a
sheep : Well proved again on my side ! I will not
Jove: if 1 do, hang me; i'faith, 1 will not. O,
hut her eye,—by this light, but for her eye, I
would not love her; yes, for her two eyes. Well,
I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my
throat. By heaven, I do love : and it hath taught
me to rhyme, and to be melancholy; and here is

part of my rhyme, and here my melancholy. Well,
she hath one of my sonnets already ; the clown
bore it, the fool sent it, and the lady hath it

:

sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady ! By
the world, I would not care a pin, if the other
three were in : Here comes one with a paper ; God
give him grace to groan ! \_Gets up into a tree.

Enter the KING, with a paper.

King. Ah me

!

Biron. [/iside.'] Shot, by heaven !—Proceed,
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump'd him with thy
bird-bolt under the left pap :—i'faith secrets.

—

King. [Reads.] So sweet a kiss the golden sun
gives not l

7}> those fresh morning drops upon the ro^e,
As thy eye beams, when "their fresh rays have stnoie

The night ofdew that on my cheeks down flows :

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright
Through the transparent bosom of the deep,

.^s doth thy face through tears of mine give light \
Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep:
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No drop but as a coach doth cnrry thee,

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe;
Do hut behold the tears, that swell in me.
And they thy glory through my grief will show:

But do not love thyielf; then thou wilt keep
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep,
O queen of queens, how far dost thou excel

!

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell.—
How shall she know my gi-iefa ? I'll drop the paper;
Sweet leaves, shade foUy. Who is he comes here?

[Steps aside.

Enter LONGAVILLE, with a paper.

What, Lmgaville ! and reading ! listen, ear.

Biron, Now, in thy likeness, on& more fool, ajK
pear ! \_Asiik~

I.ong. Ah me ! I am forsworn.
Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing

papers. {/Istde.

King. In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in

shame ! {Aside.

Biron. One drunkard toves another of the name.

Long. Am I the first,, that have been pevjur'dso?
tBiron. [Aside.} I couDd put thee in comfort; not

by two, that I know :

Thou rnak'st the triumviry, the comer-cap of society.

The shape of love's TylMtrn that hangs up simplicity.

Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power t»

move

:

© sweet Maria, empress of my love !

These numbers will I tear, and Avrite in prose.

Biron. [Aside-I O, rhymes are guards on wautoa
Cupid's hose

:

Disfigure not his slop.

Long. This same shall go.

—

[He reads the sonnet.

Did not the heavenly rhetoAck of thine eye

('Gainst whom the world cannot hold argUTr.enl>)

Persuade my heart to this false perjury ?
f^ws, for thee broke, deserve not punishment.

A woman I forsibore; but, I wiliprove,
^'hou being a goddess, Iforswore not thee:

My vow was earthly, thou n heavenly love;

*'^U bdng gaiu'd^, cures ail'disgruce in iw.
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Fqws afe but breath, ttnd breath n vapour is:

Then thou fair sjtn, which on my earth dost sMnCt.
Ea'hal'st this vapour vow ; in thee it is

:

If broken then, it is no fault of mine;
If by me broke. What fool is not so^ wise,

7b lose an oath to win a paradise ?'

Biron. [^side.'] This is the liver vein, which
makes flesh a deity;

A gi-een goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry-
God amend us, God amend ! we are much out;

o' the way.

Enter DUMAIN, mth a paper.
Long. By whom shall I send this ?—Company P

stay. \_Stepping aside.
Btron. l^side-l All liid, all hid, an old infantplay:

Like a denii-god here sit I in the sky,
And wretched fools'" secrets heedfully o'er-eye.
More sacks to the mill » O heavens, I have my wish ;
Bumain transform'^d : four woodcocks in a dish !

Dum. O most divine Kate !

Biron. O most profane coxcomb! \^/^$ide.

Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye !

I^roa
. By earth she is but corporal ; there you

lie. Inside.
Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.
Biron, An amber-colour'd raven was well noted.

\_Aside^
Dum. As upright as the cedar.,
BtTon. '

'

Stoop, I say

;

Her shoulder is with child. \^Asi^.
J^^m. As fair as day.
Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must

sliine. Inside.
Dum. O that I had my wish !

Lofig. And I had mine ! [Aside.
^irtg. And I mine too, good Lord ! inside.
Biron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good

word ? [Aside.
Bum. I would forget her ; but a fever she

Reigns in my blo&d, anci will remember'd be.
Biron. A fever in your- blood, why, then incision

Would let her out in saucers ; sweet misprision

!

[Aside.
Dum. Once more I'll read the ode, that I hayfr

writ.
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Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can vary
wit. \_Asidt,

Dum. On a day, irdack the day /)

Love, whose month is ever May,
Spied a blossom pissir/g fair,

PUiying in the wanton air:

Through the velvet leaves the wind,

j4ll unseen, 'gan passage Jind\
That the lover, sick to death.

fVish^d Mmseifthe heaven's breath.

j4ir, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow
;

^ir, would J might triumph sof
But alack, my hand is sworn.
Ne'er io pluck thee from thy thorn :

/^'ow, alack, for youth unmeet;
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet.

Do not call it sin in me,
That I am forsworn for thee:

Thou, for whom even Jove would swear,

Juno but an F.thiop were ;

And de^ny himselffor Jove,

Turning mortal for thy love —
This will I send ; and something else more plain.

That shall express my true love's fasting nam.

O, would the Kin^, Biron, and Lougaville,

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill,

Would from my forehead wipe a periuv'd note

;

For none offend, where all aiike do dote.

Long. Dumain, {(idvancing
."l

thy love is fer

from charity,

That in love's grief desir'st society :

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know.

To he o'erheard, and taken napping so.

King. Come, sir, \_advancing you blush ; as

his, your case is such
;

You chide at him, offending twice as much :

You do not love Maria ! Longaville
Did never sonnet for her sake compile

;

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart!

I have been closely shrouded in this bush.

And mark'd you both, snd for you both did hlusb.

I heard your guilty rhymes, ohserv'd your fashionj

Saw sighs reek from yon, noted well your pas-

sion :

Ah me! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ;

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes

:
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You would for paradise break faith and troth
;

[7'o Long.
And Jove, for your love, would infrinffe an oath.

[7b Dttmain.
What will Bir6n say, when that he shall hear
A faith infring'd, which such a zeal did swear ?

How will he scorn '* how will he spend his wit ?

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it?
For all the wealth, that ever I did see,

I would not have him know so much by me.
Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.

—

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me
;

{Descends from the tree.

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to re-
prove

These worms for loving, that art most in love ?

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears.
There is no certain princess, that appears :

You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing
;

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting.
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are yon not,
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot?
You found liis mote; the king your mote did see;
But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a scene of foolery I have seen,
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen

!

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat,

To see a king transformed to a gnat

!

To see great Hercules whipping a gigg.

And profound Solomon to tune a jigg,

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys.
And critick Titnon laugh at idle toys !

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain?
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ?

And where my liege's ? all about the breast ;

—

A caudle, ho

!

King. Too bitter is thy jest.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ?

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you ;

1, that am honest; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in

;

1 am betray'd, by keeping company
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy.
When shall yoa see me write a thing in rhyme ?

Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute's time
Jn pruning me ? When shall you hear, that I

Will praise a hand» a foot, a face, an eye,
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A gait, a state, a brow> a breast, a waist,
A lei^, a limb ?

—

King, Soft ; Whither away so fast ?

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ^.

Biron. I post from love
j
good lover, let me ^o.

Enter JAQUENETTA and COSTARD.
Jnq. God bless the Iting !

King. What present liast thou tKere !

Cost. Some certain treason.
King. What makes treason here?
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither,
The treason, and you, go in peaoc away together.

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter b»
read

;

Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason, he said.
King. Biron, read it over.

[^Giving him ike leitet.

Where hadst thou it?

Jntj. Of Costard.
King. Where hadst thou it?
Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.
King. How now i what is in you ? why dost thoB

tear it?

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy j your grace needs
not fear it.

Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore

let's hear it.

Dum. It is Eiron's writing, and here is his name.
\_Picks up the pieces..

Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerkead, [2!? Cos~

tard-l you were born to do me shame.—
Guilty, my lord, guilty; I confess, I confess.
King. What;
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool ta

make up the mess :

He, he, and you, and you,, my liege, and I,

Are pick-purses in, love, and we deserve to die.

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell yen
more.

Bum, Now the number is even.
Biron. True, true; we are four:*

Will these turtles be gone ?

King. Hence, sirs ; away.
Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors

6tay. [Exeunt Cusiard and Jaquenettfl^
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Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us embrace!
As true we are, as flesK and blood can be

:

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face;
Young blood will not obey an old decree :

We cannot cwss the cause why we were bom
;

Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn.
JCing. What, did these rent lines show soma

love of thine ?

Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the hea-
venly Rosaline,

That, like a rude and savage man of lude.
At tl>e first opening of the gorgeous east.

Bows not his vassal head; and, strucken blind.
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast?

What peremptory eagl«-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow.

That is not blinded by her majesty ?

XtH^.What zealjwliat fuiy hath inspir'd thee now?
My love- her mistress, is a gracious moon

;

•She, an attending star, scarce seen a light.

Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Bir6n ;

O, but for my love, day would turn to night

!

Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek;

Where several worthies make one dignity-;
Where nothing wants, that want itselfdoth seek-

Lead me the flourish of all gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not

:

To tilings of sale ii seller's praise belongs
;

She passes praise,*then praise too short doth blot.
A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn.

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye ;

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom.
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy.

0, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine !

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.
Biron. Is «bony like her? O wood divine !

A wife of such wood were felicity,

who can give an oath ? where is a book ?

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack.
If that she learn not of lier eye to look ;

No face is fair, that is not full so black.
King. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell.
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night

;

And beauw's crest becomes the heavens well.
Biron. Devils Siocnest tempt, resembling spirits

of light.
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O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt,

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair.

Should ravish doters with a false aspect

;

And therefore is she born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fashion of the days
;

For native blood is counted painting now ;

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise.

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow.
Dum. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers

black.
Long. And, since her time, are colliers counted

bright.

King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexiou

crack.

Dum. Dark needs no candles now,for dark is light.

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain.

For fear their colours should be wash'd away.
King. 'Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell

yoVL plain,

I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to-day.

5i>o/i, I'll prove her fair,or talk till doomsday here.

King. No devil will fright thee then so much as she,

Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. ,

Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and hep
,

face see. [_Shoioing his shoe.

Biron. O, if the streets werepaved with thiue eyes,

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread !

Dum. O vile ! then as she goes, what upward lies

The street should see as she walk'd over head.

King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love f

Biron. O, nothing so sure: and thereby all for-

sworn.
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron,

now prove
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay.Tnarry, there;—some flattery for this evil.

Long. O, some authority how to proceed ;

Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil.

Dum. Some salve for perjury.

Biron. O, tis more than need !—

Have at you then, affection's men at arms:

Consider, what you first did swear unto ;
—

To fast,—to study,—and to see no woman
Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth.

Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young
;

And abstinence engenders maladies.

A»d where that you have vow'd to study, Iwrds,
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In that each of you hath forsworn his book •

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look '
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you,Havj found the ground of study's exeellence.
Without the beauty of a woman's face '

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive •

Ihey are the ground, the books, the academes
I

From whence doth snnng the true Promethean Bre.Why, universal plodding prisons up
The nimble spirits in the arteries

;

As motion, and long during-action, tires
The sinewy vigour of the traveller.
»ow, for not looking on a woman's face,
lou have in that forsworn the use of eyes •

And study too, the causer of your vow :

'

For where is any author in the world.
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye!
Learmng is but an adjunct to ourself.
And wJiere we are, our learning likewise is
ITien, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes,
i^o we not likewise see our learning there ?
O, u-e have made a vow to study, lords

;And 111 that vow we have forsworn our books ;for when would you, my liege, or you, or you
In leaden contemplation, have found out
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes
Of beauteous tutors have eurich'd you iith '
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain

;And therefore finding barren practisers.
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil

.

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes,
Lives not alone immured in the brain :

But with the motion of all elements.
Courses as s^vift as thought in every power-
And gives to every power a double power,

'

Above their functions and their offices.
It adds a precious seeing to the eye

;A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle Hind :A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound.
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd

;iLovc s feeling is more soft, and sensible,
1 han are the tender horns of cockled snails

;Jjove's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste t*or valour, is not love a Hercules,
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides !

Bubtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and rousioal,
bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair

;
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And, wlien love speaks, the voice of all the gods
|

Makes heaven drowsy with the haimony. i

Never durst poet touch a pen to write, I

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs

;

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears, I

And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women's eyes this doctrine X derive :

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire;

They are the books, the arts, the academes.

That show, contain, and nourish all the world
;

Else, none at all in aught proves excellent i

Tlien fools you weie these women to forswear

;

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. '

For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love ;

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men

;

Or for men's sake, the authors of these women

;

Or women's sake, by whom we men are men

;

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves.

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths

:

It is religion to be thus forsworn ;

For charity itself fulfils the law ;

And who can sever love from charity?

King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the field!

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them,

lords

;

Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis'd.

In conflict that you get the sun of them.

Long. Now to plain-dealing
;
lay these glozes by:

Shall we resolve to woo these ^rls of I'^-ance T

King. And win them too : therefore let us devisa

Some entertaimnent for them in their tents.
j

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them
1

thither ; I

Then, homeward, every man attach the hand
,

Of his fair mistress ; in the afternoon

We will with some strange pastime solace them.

Such as the shortness of the time can shape
;

For revels, dances, masks, and meriT' liours,

Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, i

That will be time, and may by us be fitted. I

Biron. Ailons ! Atlons /—Sow'd cockle reap'd no

corn
;

And lustice always whirls in equal measure

:

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn;

If so, our copper buys no better treasure.
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Another part nf the same.

Enter HOLOFERNES, Sir NATHANIEL, and
DULL.

Hoi. Satis quod stifficit.

Naih. I praise God for youj, sir : your reasons at

dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant
without scurrility, witty ^vithout affection, audacious
without impudency, learned without opinion, and
strange without heresy. I did converse this quon-
dam day with a companion of the king's, who is

intituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de
Armado.
Hoi. Novi liomznem tanf/uain iei His humour is

lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed,

his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his ge-
neral behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical.

He is too picked, too spruce, too affected, too odd,
as it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it.

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet.

\_Tukes out his table-book.
Hal. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity

finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor
such fanatical phantasms, such insociable and
point-devise companions ; such rackers of ortho-
graphy, as to speak, dout, fine, when he should
saV) doubt; det, when he should pronounce, debt

;

d, e, b, t ; not, d, e, t : he clepeth a calf, cauf

;

half, hauf
;

neighbour, vacatur, nebour
;

neigh,
abbreviated, ne : This is abhominable, (which he
would call abominable,) it insinuateth me of insanie ;

AV intelligis domine ? to make frantick lunatick.

Nath. Laus deo, bone intetligo.

Hoi. Bone? bone, for bene: Prtscian a little

scratch'd; 'twill serve.

Enter ARMADO, MOTH, and COSTARD.
Nath. />'idesne quis i^enit ?
Hoi. yideo, ^ guudeo.
Arm. Chin-a! [7b Moth.
Hoi. Quare Chirra, not sirrah i

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd.
Hal. Most military sir, salutation.

Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan-
guages, and stolen, tha scraps. [2'o Costard asida-.

37
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Cost. O, they have lived long on the alms-basket

ef words ! I mavvel, thy master hath not eaten

thee for a word ; for thou art not so long by the

Ikead as konoTifcabilitudmitatibus: tbou art easier

swallowed than a flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace th©' peal becins,

^rm. Monsieur, [2b HoL\ are you not lettered?

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the born-book :
—

What is a, b, spelt baekward with a horn on his

head?
Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.
Afoth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn :—You

hear his learning.

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant ?

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you. repeat

them ; or the fifth, if I.

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i.

—

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it;

o, u.

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra-

Beum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip>

snap, quick and home y it rejoiceth my intellect

;

true wit.
Moth. OfFer'd by a child to an old man ;

which
is wit- old.

Hoi. "What is the figure ? what is the figure I

Moth. Horns.
Hot. Thou disputes! like an infant: go>.whip thy

gig.

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and l

will whip about your infamy circum circa ; A gig

of a cuckold'ti Iwrn !

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou

shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is

the very remuneration I had of thy master, thoU'

kalf-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre-

tion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that tbou

wertbut my bastard ! what a joyful father wouldat

thou make me ! Go to; tbou hast it ad dunghill,

at the fingers' ends, as they say.

Hoi. O, I smell false Latin
;
dunghill for ungum.

Arm. kvt.s-Tnm\, prceambula; we will be singled

£rom the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at

charge-house on the top of the mountain 1

Hoi. Or, mons, the bill.

Arm. At your sweet pleasure,, for the mountaija..

Mpl.. I do,, saus questioa.
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jlrm. Sir, it is the king*s most sweet pleasure

and aflfection, to congratulate the princess at her.

pavilion, in the posteriors of this day; which the

rude multitude call, the afternoon.

Hoi. The posterior of the day,- most generous sir,

is liable, congruent,, and measurable for the after-

noon ; the word is well cuU'd, chose ; sweet and.

apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure.

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and
my familiar, 1 do assure you, very good friend :

—
For what is inward between us, let it p?.ss :—I do
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy ;—I beseech
thee, apparel thy head ;—and among other impor-
tunate and most serious designs,—and of great

import indeed, too ;—but let that*pass :—for I must
tell thee it will please his grace (by the world)-

sometime to lean upon rsy poor shoulder ; ani
with his royal finger,, thus, dally with my excre-
ment, with my mustachio : but sweet heart, lat

that pass. Ry the world, I recount no fable ; some
certain special honours it pleaseth his greatness to

impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that:

hath seen the world : but let that pass.—The very
all of all is,—but, sweet heart, 1 do implore se-

crecy,—that the king would have me present the
princess, sweet chuck, with some delightful osten-

lation, or show, or pageant, or antick, or fiie-work.

Now, understanding that the curate and your sweet
self are good at such eruptions, and sudden break-

ing out of mirth, as it were, 1 have acquainted you
withal, to the end to crave your assistance.

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the nine-

worthies.—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en-

tertainment of time, some show in the posterior of
this day, to be rendered by our assistance,—the

king's command, and this most gallant,, illustrate*,

and learned gentleman,—before the princess ; I

say, none so fit as to present the nine worthies.

Nntk. Where will you find men worthy enough
to present them ?

Hoi. Joshua, yourself
;

myself, or this gallant

gentleman,. Judas MaccabEeus ; this swain, because

of his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the;

great; the page Hercules.
Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity-

enough for that worthy's thumb : he is not so biig;

»a the eud of hia club.
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Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall piesent

Hercules in minority : his enter and es-'it shall he

strangling a snake ; and 1 will have an apology for

that purpose.
Moth. An excellent device ! so> if any of the

audience hiss, you may cry : well done, Hercules f

now thou crushest the snake! that is the way to

make an offence gracious; though few have the

grace to do it.

j^rm. For the rest of the worthies ?

—

Hoi. I will play three myself.
Moth. Thrice worthy gentleman!
Arm. Shall I tell you a thing?
Hoi. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antick.

I heseech you, follow.

Hoi. ^ia, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken no

word all this while.
Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hoi. Allans', we will employ thee.

DiiU. I'll make one in a dance, or so; or I will

play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them
dance the hay.

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away.
{^Exew^t.

SCENE IL

Another part of the same. Before the Princess's

pavilion.

Enter the PRINCESS, KATHARINE, ROSA-
LINE, and MARIA.

Prin . Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart,

If fairings come thus plentifully in

:

A lady wall'd about with diamonds !

Look you, what I have from the loving Ung.
Has. Madam, came nothing else along with that?

Prin. Nothing but this? yea, as much love in

rhyme.
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper.

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all

;

That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name.
Ros. That was the way to make his god-head wax;

For he hath been five thousand years a boy.
Kath. Ajy. and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.

^os. You'll ne'ei- be friends witli him ; he kill'd

your sister.
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Kuih. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy;
And so she died : had she been light, like you.
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit.

She might have been a grandam ere she died :

And so may you; for a light heart lives long.
. Ros. What's your dark meaning, mouse, of this

light word ?

Kntk. A light coedition in a beauty dark.
Ros. We need more light to find your meaning out.
KaCh. You'll mar the light by taking it in snuffj

Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument.
Jios. Look, what you do, you do it still i'the dark.
Kazk. So do not you; for you are a light wench.
Hos. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light.

Hatk. You weigh me not,—O, that's you care
not for me.

Ros. Great reason
; for. Past cure is still past

care.

Pr'm. Well baddied both ; a s«tofwit well play'd.
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too :

Who sent it ? and what is it?

Ros. I would, you knew :

An if my face were but as fair as yours.
My favour were as great ; be witness this.

Nay, 1 have verses too, I thank Birdn :

The numbers true
;
and, were the numb'ring too,

I were the fairest goddess on the ground :

I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter!
Prin. Any thing like .'

Hos. Much, in the letters
;
nothing in the praise.

Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion.
Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.
Ros. 'Ware pencils ! How\? let me not die yonr

debtor.

My red dominical, my golden letter :

0, that your face were not so full of O's !

Kath . A pox of that jest ! and beshrew all shrows !

Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Dumain?
Kath. Madam, this glove.
Prin. I)id he not send you twain ?

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover,
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover :

A huge translation of hypocrisy.
Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity.
Mar. This.and these pearls, to me sent Longaville;

The letter is too long by half a mile.
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Pnn. I think no less : Dost thou not wish in heart.
The chain were longer, and the letter short?
Mar. Ay, or Iwould these hands might never part.
Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so.
Rqs. They are woi'se fools to purchase mocking so.

'That same Bir6n I'll torture ere I go.
'O, that I knew he were but in by the weekl
How 1 would make him fawn, and beg, and seeic;

And wait the season, and observ-e the times.
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes

;

And shape his service wholly to my behests
;

So portent-like would I o'ersway his state,

That he should be my fool, and I his fate.
Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are

catch'd,
As wit tum'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd,
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school

;

And wit's, own grace to gra«e a learned fool.
^os.Th^ blood of youth burns not with such excess.

As gravity's revolt to wantonness.
Alar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note.

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote

;

Since all the power thereof it doth apply.
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity.

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face.
Boytt. O, I am stabb'd with laughter! Where's

her grace ?

Prin. Thy news, Boyet?
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare !

—

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are
Against j'our peace ; Sjove doth approach disguis'd,
Armed in arguments; you'll b« surpris'd :

Muster your wits ; stand in yom- own defence
;

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.
Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid I What are they.

That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, say.
Boiftt. Undsr the cool shade of a sycamore,

I thought to close my eyes some half an hour

;

W^hen, lo ! to inteiTupt my purpos'd rest.

Toward that shade I might behold addrest
The king and his companions : warily
I stole into a neighbour thicket by,
And overfieard what you shall overhear

;

That, by and by, disguised they wfil be here.

And make him proud to make oud that jests !

Enter BOYET.
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Their herald is a pretty knavish l)age,

That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage :

Action, and accent, did they teach him there

;

I'hus must (hou speak, and thus thy body bear

:

And ever and anon they made a doubt.

Presence majestical would put him out;

Aor, quoth the king, an angel shalt thou see;

Yet /ear not thou, but speak audaciously.

The boy reply'd, ytrt angel is not cml ;

/ should hare /ear'd her, had she been a devU.

With that all laugh*d, and clapp'd him on the

shoulder;
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder.

One rubb'd his eVbow, thus ; and fleer'd, and swore,

A better speech was never spoke before :

Another, with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, P'ia .' wt will do't, come what will come:
The third he caper'd, and cried, All goes well:

The fourth tum'd on the toe, and down he fell.

With that they all did tumble on the ground.
With such a zealous laughter, so profound.

That in this spleen ridiculous appears.

To check their folly, passion's solemn tears.
_

Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit us?
JBoyet. They do, they do ; and are apparel'd thus,

—

Like Muscovites, or Russians; as I guess,

Their pui'pose is, to parle, to court, and dance

:

And every one his lova-feat will advance
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know
By favours several, which they did bestow.

Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall be

task'd :

—

For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd ;

And not a man of them j-ball have the grace.

Despite of suit, to see a lady's face.

—

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear;
And then the king will court thee for his dear

;

Hold, take thou this, nay sweet, and give me thine

;

So shall Bir6n take me Tor Rosaline.

And change you favours too ; so shall your loves

Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes.

Ros. Come on then^ wear the favours most ia

sight.

Kath. But, in this changing, what is yourmtentr
Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross their3=

They do it but in mnckin? merriment

;

And mock for mock is only my iatsat.
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Their several counsels they unbosom shall d
To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal,
Upon the next occasion that we meet,

™
With visages display'd, to talk, and great.
Hos. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't ?

Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move a foot

:

Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace

;

But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face.
Boytt. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's

heart.

And quite divorce his memory from his part.
Prin. Therefore I do it

; and, I make no doubt,
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out.
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown

;To make theirs ourSj and ours none but our own

;

So shall we stay, mocking intended game
;And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame.

{I'rumptts sound nnthin,
Boytt. The trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the

maskers come. \l'he ladies mask.

Knter the KING, BTRON, LONGAVILLE, and
DUMAIN, in Russian habits, and masked;
MOTH, A/usicians, and ylttendants.

Moth. hail, the richest beauties on the earth !
Boyet, Beauties no richer than rich taffata.
Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames,

[The ladies turn their backs to him.
That ever turn'd their—backs—to mortal views.'
Biton. Their eyes, villain, their eyes.
Moth. 7'hat ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views!

Out—
Boyet. True; out, indeed.
Moth. Out of yourfavours, heavenly spirits, vouch-

safe

Not to behold—
Biron. Once to behold, rogue.
Moth. G/ice to behold with your sun-beamed eyes,

with your sun-beamed eye><—
Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet

;You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes.
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me

oat.

Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone,you rogue.
Ros. What would these strangers? know their

minds, Boyet

:

If they do speak our laaguage, 'tis our will
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That some plain man recount their purposes :

Know what they wo )ld.

Boyet. What would you with the princess ?

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.
Jios. What would they, say they?
Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.

' /ios. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be
gone.

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be gone.
King. Say to her, we have measured many miles.

To tread a measure with her on this grass.
Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many

a mile,
To tread a measure with you on this grass.
Rq%. It is not so : ask them, how many inches

Is in one mile : if they have measur'd many,
The measure then of one is easily told.

Buyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd miles.
And many miles ; the princess bids you tell.
How many inches do fill up one mile.
Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps.
Boyet. She hears herself.
^os. How many weary steps.

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone.
Are niimber'd in the travel of one mile ?

Biron. We number nothing, that we spend for you;
Our duty is so rich, so infinite.
That we may do it still without accompt.
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face.
That we, like savages, may worship it.

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too-
King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do!

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine
<Those clouds remov'd,) upon our wat'ry eyne.

Ros. O vain petitioner] beg a greater matter;
Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water.
King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe

one change

:

Thou bid'st me beg ; this begging is not strange.
Ros. Play, musick, then : nay, you must do it

soon. [Mustek plays.
Not yet

J
—no dance :—thus change I like the moon.

King, Will you not dance ? How come you thus
estrang'd ?

Ros. You took the moon at full j but now she's
ehang'd.

King, Yet still she is the moon, and I the inaa.
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The nausiclc plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

King. But your legs should do it.

Hos. Since you are strangers, and come here hy

chance.
We'll not be nice: take hands;—we will not

dance,
King. Why talie we hands then ?

jios. Only to part friends :
—

Court'sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends.

King. More measure of this measure ; be not

nice.

Ros. We can afford no move at such a price.

King. Prize you youvselws ; What bays your

company ?

Ros. Your absence o&ly.

Kine. That can never be.

Ros~ Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu ;

Twice to your visor, and half once to you !

Kine. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Ros^ In private then.

King, I am best pleas'd with that.

[ITteT/ converse apart.

Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet wovd
with thee

.

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is threii.

Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so

nice,)

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey Well run, dice .

There's half a dozen sweets.

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu!

Since you can cog-, I'll play no more with you.

Biron. One word in secret.

Prin. Let it not be swe^Jt.

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall.

Prin. Gall? bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet,

[They converse apart.

Dum. Will you voiichsafe with me to change a

word r

Mar. Name it.

'Dum. Fair lady,—
Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord,

—

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Please it you,

iLs much in private, and I'll bid adieu.

{They converse apart.
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Kath. What, was your visor made without a
tongue ?

Lon^. I know the reason, lady, why you ask.
Kath. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir; I long.
Z,on^.You have a double tongue within your mask,

And would afford my speechless visor half.

'Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ;—Is not real
a calf ?

iLong. A calf, fair lady ?

Hath. No, a fair lord calf.
Lon^. Let's part the word.
Kath. No, rU Eot be your half:

Take a'l, and wean it ; it may ^rove an ox.
Long. Look, how you butt yourself iu these

sharp mocks !

Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so.
Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do

grow.
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die.
Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you

cry- \They converse apart.
Soyel. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keea
As is the razor's edge invisible.

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen;
Above the sense of sense ; so sensible

5eemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings,
fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter

things.

Ros. Not one word more, my maids; break off,

break off.

Siron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff

!

King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have simple
wits.

{Exeunt King, Lords^ Moth, Mustek, and
Attendants.

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.

—

Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at?
Boyet. Tapers they are, with youi- sweet breaths

pufF'd out.
Well-liking wits they have; gross, gross<;

Prin . O poverty in wit, Idngly-poor flout

!

Will they not, think yoa, hang themselves to-
night?

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ?

This pert Bir6n was out of countenance quite.
£se. O '! tliey were all in lamentable cases i
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The Wng was u*eeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword

:

No point, quoth I ;
my servant straight was mute.

Kath. Lord Longaviile said, I came o'er his heart;

And trow you, what he call'd me ?

Prin. Qualm, perhaps.
Kath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art!

Kath. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-

caps.

But will you hear? the king is my love sworn.
Prin. And quick Bir6n hath plighted faith to me.
Kath. Apd Longaviile was for my service born.

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree.

Boyct. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear;

Immediately they will again be here
In their own shapes; for it can never be.

They win digest this harsh indignity.

Prin. Will they return?

'^oyet. They will, they will, God knows;
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows :

Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair.

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.

Prin. How blow ? how blow? speak to be un-
derstood .

Boyet. Fair ladies, mask'd, are roses in their bud:
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown,
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What shall we do,

If they return in their own shapes to woo ?

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd,

.Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd:

Let us cemplain to them what fools were here,

Disguis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear;
And wonder, what they were ; and to what end
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely pennM,
And their rough carriage ho ridiculous.
Should be presented at our tent to us.

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at hand.
Prill. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land.

[^Baeunt Princess, Ros. Kath. and Maria.

Enter the KING, BIRON, LONGAVILLE, and
DUMAIN, in their proper habits.

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where is th«

princess?
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Doyet. Gone to. her tent : Please it your majesty.
Command me any service to her thither?
King.That she vouchsafe me audience for oneword.
Boyst. I will; and so will she, I know, my lord.

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeonsVeas^'
And utters it again, when God doth please :

'

I He is wit's pedler ; and retails his wares
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs-
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know,'
Have not the gi-ace to grace it with such show.
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve

;

Had he heen Adam, he had tt-mpted Eve

:

He can carve too, and lisp : Why, this is he.
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy

;

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice.
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice
In honourable terms

;
nay, he can sine

A mean most meanly
; and, in ushering,

Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet jThe stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet

;

This is the flower that smiles on every one.
To sliow his teeth as white as whales bone

:

And consciences, that ^s\\\ not die in debt.
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet.
Kitig

.
A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart.

That put Armado's page out of his part

!

Enter the VRl'SCESH, usher'd by BOYET : ROSA-
LINE, MARIA, K.fi.TnA.RmEyand attendants.

Biron. See where it comes !—Behaviour, what
wert thou.

Till this man show'd thee ? and what art thou now?
King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day!
Prm. Pair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.
King. Construe my speeclies better, if you may.
^fj"' ''''i^'i wish me better, I will give you leave.
Ainjg. We came to visit you ; and purpose now
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then.

Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your
vow

:

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men,
/if'fl?. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke;
The virtue of your eye must break my oath.

Prin. You nick-name virtue : vice you shoiUd
have spoke

;

Por virtue's office never breaks, mea's ttoth..
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Now, hy my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the unsullied lily, 1 protest,

A world of torments though 1 should endure,

I would not yield to be your house's guest

:

So much I hate a breaking-cause to be

Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. .

King, O, you have liv'd in, desolation here,. L
thiseen, unvisited, much to our shame. Il

Prin. Not so, my lord; it is not so, I swear; 11

We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game;

A mess of Russians left us but of late.

King. How, madam ? Russians ?

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord J

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of stat&-.

Ros. Madam, speak true :—It is not so, my lordj

My lady, (to the mannea of the days,)
;

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise.
|We four, indeed,, confronted here with four

Im Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour, '

And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my loid.

They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, T
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink.

|

Biron. This jest is dry to me.—Fair, gentle sweet,.

Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet

With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lose light: Your capacity

Is of that nature, that to your huge store

Wise things seem foolish, and rich things butpocr.

Ros. This proves you wise and rich ; for in my
eye,

—

Biron. I ara a fool,, and full of poverty.

Ros. But that you take what doth to you belon^y

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue.

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess.

Ros. All the fool mine?
Biron. I cannot give you less.

Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore X

Biron. Where? when,?' what visor ? why demand
you this ?

Ros. There, then,.that visor ; that superfluous case.

That hid the worse, and show'd the better face.

King. We are descried : they'll mock us now
downright.

Bum. Let us confess,, and turn it to a jest.

Prin. Amaz'd, my lord i Wh-y looks your high-

ness sad ?



.1. 2. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 199

l[i
A'o*. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon! Why

! r ^
look you pale ?

—

Sea ' -sick, 1 think, coming from Muscovy.
B iron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for
,

perjury. °

Can any face of brass hold longer out '

Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me
;

'

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance'

i Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit;
'

I

And I will wish thee never more to dance,
Nor never more in Russian habit wait

1:0! never ivill I trust to speeches penn'd,
Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue -

iVor never come in visor to my friend;
Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song :

latiafa phrases, silken tei-ms precise.
Three-nil 'd hyperboles, spruce affectation,

(Figures pedantical; these summer-flies
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation :

II do forswear them : and I here protest,
By this white glove, (how white the hand,
(iod knows I)

IBenceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes

Idnd, to begin, wench,—so God help me, la !—
^»y^love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.

Jto^. Sans sans, 1 pray you.

n/!r"',^ ^ Yet T have a trick
Ut the old rage :—Bear with me, I am sick;
ni leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see ;—
Write, Lord hate mtrcy on us, on those three

:

Iney are infected, in their hearts it lies
;Mhey have the plague, and caught it of your eyes :

Uhese lords are visited : you are not free,
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see.
Prin. No, they are free,lhat gave these tokens to us.
BtTOn. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us.

^(JS. It is not so ; For how can this be true,
rhat you stand forfeit, being those that sue 7
Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you.
-«o.7. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend.
Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end.
Itt/ig. Teach us, sweet madam, foe our rude

transgression
iome fair excuse.
Prin.. Xhe fairest is confession
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Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ?

Kin^. Madam, I was.
Prin. And were you well advis'd !

King. I was, fair madam.
Prin. When you then were here,

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ?

King. That more than all the world I did respect

her.

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will

reject her.

King. Upon mine honour, no,

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear;

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear.

King. Despise me, when 1 break this oath of

mine.
Prin. I will; and therefore keep it:—Rosaline,

What did the Russian whisper in your ear?

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear

As precious eye-sight; and did value me
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover,.

That he would wed me, or else die my lover.

Prin. God t^ive thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Most honourably doth uphold his word.

King. What mean you, madam I by my life, my
troth,

I never swore this lady such an oath.

Ros. By heaven, you did : and to confirm it plain,

You gave me this : but take it, sir, agahi.

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give;

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear;

And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear :

—

What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ?

Biron. Neitlier of either; I remit both twain.—

I see the trick on't ;—Here was a consent,

(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,)

To dash it like a Christmas comedy :

Somecarry-tale, someplease-man, some slightzanj',

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some

Dick,—
That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the triet

To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd,

—

Told our intents before : which once disclos'd.

The ladies did change favours ; and then we.

Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror.

We are again forsworn \ in will, and error.
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Much upon this it is :—And might not you
[To Boyet.

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue t

Do you uot know my lady's foot by the squire.

And laugh upon the apple of her eye?
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire.

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ?
'

You put our page out ;
Go, you are allow'd

;

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shrowd.
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye.

Wounds like a leaden sword.
Boyet. Full merrily

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have
done.

Enter COSTARD.
"Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray.

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would ksow.
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no.

Biron. What, are there but three?
Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine.

For £very one pursents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine.

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope,
it is not 30 :

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we
know what we know :

IJiope, sir, three times thrice, sir,

—

Biron. Is not nine.

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil
it doth amount.

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for

nine.

Cost. O Lord, sir, it w,ere a pity you should get

your .living by reckoning, sir.

Biron. Uow much is it?

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the
actors, sir, .will show whereuntil it doth amount

:

for my own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect

one man,—e'en one poor man
;
Pompion the great,

sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ?

Cost, It pleaseth them to think me worthy of

Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know not
the degree of the worthy ; but I am to stand for him.

Biron. Go, bid them prepare.
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Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will
take some care. \_Ea.-it Costard.

King. Bir6nj they will shame us, let them not
approach

.

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and 'tis

some policy

To have one show worse than the King's and his

company.
King. I say, they shall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you

now
;

That sport best pleases, that doth least know how;
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents
Die in the zeal of them, which it presents

;

^^leir foi-m confounded makes most form in mirth.
When great things labouring perish in their birth.

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord,

Enter ARMADO.
Arm, Anointed, I implore so much expense of

thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of
words

.

\Armado converses with the King, and delivers

him a paper.
Prin. l)oth this man serve God?
Biron. Why a,sk you?
Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making.
Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey

monarch : for, I protest, the school-master is ex-
ceeding fantastical; too, too vain; too, too vain

:

But we will put it, as they say, to fortuna deUa
guerra. \ wish you the peace of mind, most royal
couplement ! {E^it Armado.

King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor-
thies : He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain,
Pompey the great; the parish curate, Alexander;
Ai-mado's page, Hercules ; the pedant, Judas
Macchabseus

.

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive,

These four will change habits, and present the other
five.

Biron. There is five in the first show.
King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so.

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-
priest, the fool, and the boy ;

—

Abate a throw at novum ; and the whole world again,
Cannot prick .ou^ five eucb> take each one in his veia.
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King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes

amain.
[^Sents brouekt for the King, Princess, ^c.

Pageant of the Nine fVorthies.

Enter COSTARD arm'd,for Pompey.

' Cost. / Pompey am,—
Boyet. You lie, you are not he.

Cost. / Pompey am,
Boyet. With Ubbard*s head on knee.

hiron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be

friends with thee.

Ccst. / Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd the big,—

'

Dum. The great.

Cost. It is great, sir ;
—Pompey surnam'd the great ;

7'hat oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my
foe to sweat

:

^nd, travelling along this coast, I here am come by

chance ;

y!nd lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of
France,

If your ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I

had done.
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I

was (perfect : I made a little fault in great.

Biron. My hat to a halfpemiy, Pompey proves

the best worthy.

Enter NATHANIEL arm'd, for Alexander.

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's

commander
;

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my con-

quering might

:

My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander.

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it

stands too right.

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender-

smelling knight.

Prin. The conqueror is dismay'd : Proceed, good

Alexander.
Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world s

commander ;
—

Boyec. Most true, 'tis right; you were so, Ali-

sander.
BiTon. Pompey the great,—

—
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^^f- Your servant, and Costird.
Biron

.
Take away the conq ueior, take awav Ali-

sander. '

Cost. O, sir, \To Nath.\ you have overthrown
Ahsander the conqueror ! You will be scraped out
of the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds
his poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given
to A-jax: he will be the ninth worthy. A con-
queror, and afeard to speak ! run away for shame,
Ahsander. [iV«M. retires.^ There, an't shall please
you

; a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look
you, and soon dash'd ! He is a marvellous good
neighbour insooth ; and a very good bowler : btif,
for Alisander, alas, you see, how 'tis ;—a little
o'erparted

: But there are worthies a-coming will
speak their mind in some other sort.
Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey.

Enter HQLOFERNES arm'd, for Judas, andMOTH arm'd,/or Hercules.

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this imp,
Whose club kUl'd Cerberus, that three-headed

canus
;

^nd when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp,
Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus :

Quomam, he seemeth in mtnoritt/;
Ergo, / come loith this apology.—
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.

„ , , VEa-U Moih.
Hoi. Judas I am,—
Dum. A Judas !

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir.—
Judas I am, ycleped Machdbmus.
Bum. Judas Machabeeus dipt, is plain Judas,
Biron. A kissing traitor:—Haw art thou prov*d

Judas ?

Hoi. Judas I am,-r~~

Dum. The more shame for you, Judas.
Hoi. What mean you, sir?
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.
Hoi. Begin, sir

;
you are my elder.

Biron. Well followed: Judas was hang'd or^ an
elder.

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance,
Biron. Because thou hast no face.
Hoi. What is this?
Bor/et. A cittern head.
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Dum. The head of a bodkin.
Biron. A death's face in a ring.

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen.

Boyct. The pummel of Csesar's faulchion.

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a fiask.

Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch.
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

, Biron . Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer:
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in coun-

tenance.

ffol. You have put me out of countenance.

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces.

JIol. But you have out-faced them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so.

Bn^et. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou
stay t

Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the ass to the Jude ;

give it him:

—

Jud-as, away.
/fol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.
Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas : it grows

dark, he may stumble.
Prin. Alas, poor Machabseus, how hath he been

baited

!

Enter ARMADO arm'd, for Hector.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here comes
Hector in arms.
Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I

will now be merry.
King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this,.

Boyet. But is this Hector?
Duvi. I think, Hector was not so clean timber'J.
Long. His leg is too big for Hector.
Dum. More calf, certain.

Boyet. No ; he is best endued in the small.
Biron. This cannot be Hector.
Dum. He's a god or a painter j for he makes

faces.

Arm . The annipotmt Mars, oflances the almighty^
Gave Hector a gift,—
Dmn. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A )emon.
Long. Stuck with cloves.
Dum, No,, cloven.
./irm. Peace I,
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I'he armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty.
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion

;A man so breatk'd, that certain he wouldfight, yea^
From mom till night, out of his pavilion.

J am thatfiower,—
Bum. That mint,
^"g- That columbine.
^rm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue.
Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs

against Hector.
Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound.
^rm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten;

sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried:
when he breath'd, he was a man—But I will for-
ward with my device : Sweet royalty, Ito the
Princess"] bestow on me the sense of heiirinf,',

l^Biron whispers Costard.
/'nn .Spealf, brave Hector; we are much delighted.

'

./4rm. 1 do adore thy sweet grace's slipper.
Boyet. Loves her by the foot.
Dum. He may not by the yard.
Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal,—
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is

gone
; she is two months on her way.

^rm. What meanest thou ? i

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan,
!

the poor wench is east away: she's quick; the i

child brags in her belly already ; 'tis yours.
Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates?

thou shalt die.
Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd for Jaque-

netta that is quick by him ; and hang'd, for Ptom-
pay that is dead by him.
Bum. Most rare Pompey i

Boyet. Renowned Pompey *

Biron. Greater than gi-eat, great, great, great
Pompey ! Pompey the huge !

Bum. Hector trembles.
Biron.

^
Pompey is mov'd :—More Ates, more

Ates ; stir them on ! stir them on ! \
Bum. Hector will challenge him>.
Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's

'

belly than will sup a flea.

Arm. By the noi th pole, I do challenge thee.
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern

man ; I'll flash ; I'll do it by the sword !—I pray
you, let me borrow my arms again.
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Dum. Room for the incensed worthies.
Cost. I'll do it in my shirt.

Dum. Must resolute Pompey !

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for

the combat ? What mean you ? you will lose your
reputation.

j4rm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I
will not combat in my shirt.

Dum. You may not deny it
;
Pompey hath made

the challenj^e.

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron. What reason have you for't?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt

;

I go woolward for penance.
Boi/et. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome

for want of linen : since when, I'll be sworn, he
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's ; and
that 'a wears next his heart, for a favour.

Enier MERCADE.
Mer. God save you, madam !

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ;

But that thou interrupt'st our merriment.
Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news T bring.

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father

—

Prin. Dead, for my life.

Mer. Even so
;
my tale is told.

Biron. Worthies, away ; the scene begins to cloud.
^r/n. For mine own part, I breathe ft*ee breath r

I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole
of discretion, and 1 will right myself like a soldier.

lEa'eunt IVorthies.

King- How fares your majesty ?

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night.

King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay.

Prin. Prepare, I say,—I thank you, gracious lords.

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat.

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide,

The liberal opposition of our spirits :

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves
In the converse of breath, your gentleness
Was guilty of it.—Farewell, worthy lord !

A heavy heart bears not au humble tongue

:

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks
For my great suit so easily obtaiu'd.
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King. The extreme parts of time extremely fonni

All causes to the purpose of his speed;

And often, at his very loose, decides

That, which long process could not arbitrate : I

And though the morning brow of progeny

Forbid the smiling courtesy of love.

The holy suit, which fain it would convince
;

Yet, since love's argument was first on foot.

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it

From what it purpos'd ;
since, to wail friends lost,

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable.

As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I understand you not
; my griefs are double.

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of

grief;

—

And by these badges understand the Icing.

For your fair sakes have we neglected time,

Play'd foul play with our oaths
;
your beauty,

ladies, 1

Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours >

Even to the opposed end of our intents :

And what in ns hath seem'd ridiculous,-=-

As love is full of unbefitting strains
;

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain
;

Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eya

Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of foiTDS,

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll

To every varied object in his glance :

Which party-coated presence of loose love

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes.

Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities.

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults,
j

Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies, I

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
|

Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 1

By being once false for ever to be true >

Te those, that make us both,—tfair ladies, you :

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin.

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace.

Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love;

Your favours, the embassadors of love
;

And, in our maiden council, rated them
At courtsliip, pleasant jest, and courtesy.

As bombast, and as lining to the time :

But more devout than this, in our respects,

Have we not been; and therefore met your loveft

In their own fashion, like a merriment.
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Dum. Our letters, madam, show'd mucK more
than jest.

Long. So did our looks.

Ros. We did not quote them. so.

King. Now, at the latest miiiute of the hour.
Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too shorS

To make a woild-without-end bargain, in :

JVo, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much.
Full of dear guiltiness ; and, therefore this,

—

If for my love (as there is no such cause)

You will do aught, this shall you do for me :

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed
To some forlorn and naked hermitage
Remote from all the pleasures of the world;
There ntay, until the twelve celestial signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning ;

If this austere insociable life

Change not your offer, made in heat of blood;
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds,
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love.

But that it bear this trial, and last love;
Then, at the expiration of the year.
Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts.

And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine,

I will be thine
; and, till that instant, shut

My woeful self up in a mourning house;
Raining the tears of lamentation
For the remembrance of my father's death.

If this thou do deny, let our hands part;

Neither intitled in the other's heart.

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny.
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest.

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye !

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast.

Biron . And what to me,my love ? and what to me?
Has. You must be purged too, your sin^ are rank;

You are attaint ivith faults and perjury;
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get,

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest.

But seek the weary beds of people sick.

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to m(f?
Katk. A wife !—A beard, fair health, and honesty;

With three-fold love I wish you all these three.

Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife?
Kath. Not so, my lord;

—

-.a. twelvemonth and a day
I'll mark nq words, that smooth-fac'd wooers sayi
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Corae, when tlie king doth to my lady come,

Then, if I have much love, I'll give yoii some.

Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then.J<

Kath. Yet, swear not, lest you be forsworn againJ

Long. What says Maria?
Mar. At the twelvemonth's end,

I'll change my black gown foi- a faithful friend. A

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long.

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young.

Biron. Studies my lady? mistress, look on me,

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye.

What humble suit attends thy answer there;

Impose some service on me for thy love. I

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Bir6n,

Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue
|

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; ((

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; t

Which you on all estates will execute, \

That lie within the mercy of your wit : [

To weed this wormwood from your faithful brain;^

And, therewithal, to win me, if you please,

(Without the which 1 am not to be won,) ;

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day
j

Visit the speechless sick, and still converse \

With groaning wretches ; and your task shall he.

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit,
|

To enforce the pained impotent to smile.
j

Biron.'Yo move wild laughter in the throat of deathly

It cannot be ; it is impossible :

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony.
Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit,!

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace.

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools :

A jest's prosperity lies in the ear

Of him, that hears it, never in the tongue i

Of him, that makes it ; then, if sickly ears,

Deaf'd with the clamours of their own dear groans,

Will hear your idle scorns, continue then.

And I will have you, and that fault withal

;

But, if they will not, throw away that spirit,

And I shall find you empty of that fault.

Right joyful of your reformation.

Biron. A twelvemonth? well, befal what will

befal,

I'll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take my

leave. [7'o the King.

\
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King. No, madam: we will bring you on your way.
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play

;

Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' courtesy
Might well have made our sport a comedy.
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a

day.
And then 'twill end.
Biron. That's too long for a play.

Enter ARMABO.
^rm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,

—

Frin. Was not that Hector?
Bum. The worthy knight of Troy.
Wrm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave:

1 1 am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold
I the plough for her sweet love three years. But,
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise
of the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have followed
in the end of our show.
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so.
Arm. Holla! approach.

Enter HOLOFERNES, NATHANIEL, MOTH,
COSTARD, and others.

This side is Hiems, winter; this Ver, the spring-;
the one maiatain'd by tlie owl, the other by the
icuckoo. Ver, begin.

SONG.
When daisies pied, and violets blue.
And lady-smocks all silver white,

And cuckoo buds of yellow hue.
Do paint the meadows wdth delight.

The cuckoo then, on every tree.
Mocks married men, for thus sings he.

Cuckoo
;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear !

II.

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,
And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks.

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws.
And maidens bleach their summer

smocks.
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The cuckoo then, on every tree.

Mocks married men, for thus sings he.

Cuckoo

;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,

Unpleasing to a married ear !

III.

fVinttr. When icicles hang by the wall.

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail.

And Tom bears logs into the hall.

And milk comes frozen home in pailj

When blood is nipp'd and ways he foul.

Then nightly sings the staring owl.

To-who

;

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

IV.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the pai'son's saw,

And birds sit brooding in the snow.

And Marianas nose looks red and raw,

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl.

Then nightly sings the staring owl,

To-who ;

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note.

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after thi

fon^a of Apollo. You, that way : we, this way.
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MERCHANT OF VENICE.

ACT I. SCENE I.

^^enice. A street.

Enter ANTONIO, SALARINO, and SALANIO.

^nt. In sooth, 1 Icnow not why I am so sad ;

It wearies me ;
you say, it wearies you ;

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it,

"What stufF 'tis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn ;

Apd such a want-wit sadness makes of me,

That 1 have much ado to know myself.

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean;

There, where your argosies with portly sail,

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood.

Or, as it were the pageants of the sea,—

Do overpeer the petty traffickers.

That curt'sy to them, do them reverence,

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Salm. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth.

The better part of my attections would

Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ;

Peering in 'maps for ports, and piers, and roads ;

And every object, that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt.

Would make me sad.

Salar. My wind, coolmg my broth,

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought

What harm a wind too gi-eat might do at sea.

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run.

But I should think of shallows and of flats ;

And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand.

Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs.

To kiss her b.irial. Should I go to church.

And see the holy sdifice of stene.
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And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ?
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side.
Would scatter all her spices on the stream

;Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks

;

And, in a word, but even now worth this,
And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thou</ht
Jo thmk on this ; and shall I lack the thought,"
That such a thing, bechanc'd, would make me sad ?
But, tell not me^ I know, Antonio
Is sad to think upon his merchandize.
^Ki. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it,My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate
Upon the fortune of this present year

:

I'herefore, my merchandize makes me not sad.
Salan. Why then you are in love.
•^nt. Fie^ fie

.

i^alan. Not m love neither? Then let's say, you
are sad.

Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy
For you to laugh, aiid leap, and say, you are meiry.
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed

Janus,
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time :

Some, that wUl evermore peep through their eyes.
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper;
And other of such vinegar asp&ct,
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile,
Tliough Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

Enter BASSANI0,LORENZ0,anrfGRATIANO.
Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble

kinsman,
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well

;

We leave you now with better company.
Salar. I would have staid till I had made you

merry
If worthier friends had not prevented me.

Ant.^ Your worth is very dear in my regard.
I take it, your own business calls on you.
And you embrace the occasion to depart.

fkilar. Good morrow, my good lords.
Ba&s. Good aigniors both, when shall we laugh?

Say, when ?

You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so ?

Salar. We'll make our leisures to attend on yours.
{^Exeunt Salarino and Salnnio.



Sg. I. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 217

' Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found
Antonio,

We two will leave you: but, at dinner time,

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet.
Bass. I will not fail you.

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio
;

You have too much respect upon the world :

I

They lose it, that do buy it with much care.

Believe me, you are mavvellously chang'd.

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano;
' A stage, where every man must play a part,

I

And mine a sad one.

Gra. Let me play the Fool

:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ;

And let my liver rather heat with wine,
Thau ray heart cool with mortifying groans.

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,

\ Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?

Sleep, when he wakes? and creep into thejaundice
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio,—
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ;

—

ITiere are a sort of men, whose visages

Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ;

And do a wilful stillness entertain.

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion

.
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit;

As who should say, / am Sir Oraclt,

And, whsn I ope rnv Hps, let no dog dark /

0, my Antonio, I do know of these.

That therefore only are reputed wise.

For saying nothing
;
who, 1 am very sure,

' If they should speak, would almost damn those ears.

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers,

fools.

I'll tell thee more of this another time :

But fish not, wth this melancholy bait,

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion.

—

Came, good Lorenzo :—Fare ye well, a while
;

I'll end my exhortation after dinner.
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time:

I must be one of these same dumb wise men.
For Gratiano never lets me speak,
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more,

Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue.

Ant. Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear.

Gm, Thanks, i' faith ; for silence is only com-
uendable

40
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In a neat's tongue driedj and a maid not vendible.
\_E3.'eunt Gratiano and Lorenzo.

Ant. Is that any thing now ?

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing,

more than any man in all Venice: His reasons are

as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff

;

you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and,
when you have them, they are not worth the search

.

Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same.
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage.

That you to-day promis'd to tell me of i

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
How much I have disabled mine estate

By something showing a more swelling port.

Than my faint means would grant continuance :

Nor do 1 now make moan to be abridg'd

From such a noble rate ; hut my chief care

Is, to come fairly off from the great debts.

Wherein my time, something too prodigal.

Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio,

I owe the most, in money, and in love
;

And from your love I have a warranty
To unburthen all my plots, and purposes.

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.
Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it;

And, if it stand, as you yourself still do.
Within the eye of honour, be assur'd.

My purse, my person, my extremest means,
liie all unlocked to your occasions.

Bass. Inmy school-days
J
when I had lost one shaft,

I shot his fellow of the self-same flight

The self-same way, with more advised watch.

To find the other forth ; and by adveut'ring both,

I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof.

Because what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth.

That, which I owe, is lost : but if you please

To shoot another arrow that self way.
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt.

As I will watch the aim, or to find both,

Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully rest debtor for the first.

Ant. You know me well; and herein spend but.

time.
To wind about my love with circumstance

;

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong.
In making question of my uttermost.
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Than if you bad made waste of all I have :

Then do but say to me what I should do.

That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak.

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left,

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word.
Of wond'rous virtues ; sometimes from Jier eyes
I did receive fair speechless messages :

Ker name is Portia
;
nothing undervalued

To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia,

Nor is the ivide world ignorant of her worth ;

For the four winds blow in from every coast
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece

;

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' strand.

And many Jasons conae in quest of her.

0 my Antonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind presages me such thrift,

That I should questionless be fortunate.

^nl. Thouknow'st, that all my fortunes are at sea;

Nor have I money, nor commodity
To raise a present sum : therefore .go forth^

Try what my credit can in Venice do
;

That shall be rack'd, even to the uttei-most,

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.

Go, presently inquire, and so will I,

Where money is ; and I no question make.
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. \Exeu,nt.

SCENE II.

Belmont. A room in Portia's house.

Enter PORTIA and NERISSA.
Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-

weai-y of this great world.
Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your mise-

ries were in the same abundance as your good for-

tunes are : And, yet, for aught I see, they are as

sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve

with nothing ; It is no mean happiness therefore,

to be seated in the mean
;
superfluity comes sooner

by white hairs, but competency lives longer.

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced.
Ner. They would be better, if well followed.

Por. If to do were as easy as to know what were
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor
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men's cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good divine
that follows his own instructions : 1 can easier teach
twenty what were good to be done, than he one of
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain
may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot temper
leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is madness
the youth, to skip o'er the meshes of good counsel
the Clippie, But this reasoning is not in the fashion
to choose me a husband :—O me, the word choose I

1 may neither choose whom I would, nor refuse
whom I dislike ; so is the will of a living daughter
curb'd by the will of a dead father :—Is it not hard,
Nerissa, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse none f

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there-
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who
chooses his meaning, chooses yon,) will, no doubt,
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in
your atfection towards any of these princely suitors
that are already come ?

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou
namest them, I will describe them ; and, according
to my description, level at my aifection.

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.
Por. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing

but talk of his horse; and he makes it a great ap-
propriation to his own good parts, that he can shoe
him himself : I am much afraid, my lady his motlier
played false with a smith.

A'er. Then, is there the county Palatine.
Por. He doth nothipg but fro^yn

;
as^who should

say, yin if you will not have 7ne, choose : he hears
merry tales, and smiles not : I fear, he will prove
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had
rather be married to a death's head with a bone in
Jiis mouth, than to either of these. God defend me
from these two !

Ner. How say you by the French Lord, Mon-r
sieur Le Bon ?

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass
for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a
mocker

;
But, he ! why, he hath a horse better than

the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of frowning
thaa the count Palatine : he is every man in, no
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man ; if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering;

he will fence with his own shadow : if I should
marry him, I should marry twenty husbancis : If

he would despise me, I would forgive him ; for if

he love me to madness, I shall never requite him.
Ner. What say you then to Faulconbridge, the

young baron of England !

Por, You know, I say nothing to him ; for he
understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither

Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you will come into

the court and swear, that I have a poor pennyworth
in the English. He is a proper man's picture

;
But,

alas ! who can converse with a dumb show ? How
oddly he is suited ! I think, he bought his doublet
in Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in
Germany, and his beha^-iour every where.

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his

neighbour 1

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him;
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman,
and swore he would pay him again, when he was
able : I think, the Frenchman became his surety,
and sealed under for another.
Ner. How like you the young German, the duke

of Saxony's nephew ?

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is

sober ; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he
is drunk ; when he is best, he is a little worse than
a man ; and when he is worst, he is little better
than a beast : an the worst fall that ever fell, I hope,
I shall make sliift to go without him.

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose the
right casket, you should refuse to perform your fa-
ther's will, if you should refuse to accept him.

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, 1 pray thee,
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary-
casket : for, if the devil be within, and that tempta-
tion without, I know he will choose it. I wilt do
any thing, Nerissa, ere I wilt be married to a
sponge

.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of
these lords

;
they have acquainted me with their

detei-minations : which is indeed, to return to their
home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; un-
less you may be won by some other sort than your
father's imposition, depending on the caskets.

/"cr. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die
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as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the

manner of my father's will : I am glad this parcel

of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one

amonfj them but I dote on his very absence, and I

pray God grant them a fair departure.

Net. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's

time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came

hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat?

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, so

was he called. I

Ner. True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever

my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving ]

a fair lady.
Por. I remember him well ; and 1 remember him

worthy of thy praise.—How now ! what news ?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. The four strangers seek for you,, madam, to

take their leave : and there is a fore-runner come

from a fifth, the prince of Morocco; who brings

word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night.

Por. If 1 could bid the fifth welcome with so

good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I I

should be glad of his approach : if he have the con-
|

dition of a saint, and the complexion of a devil, I

had rather he should shvive me than wive me.

Come, Nerissa.—Sirrah, go before.—Whiles we

shut the "ate upon one wooer, another knocks at

the door. \_Exeunt.

SCENE III.

P'enice. A public place.

Enter BASSANIO and SHYLOCK.
Shy. Three thousand ducats,—well.

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months.

Skv. For three months,—well.

Buss. For the which, as I told you, Antonio

shall be bound.
Shy. Antonio shall become bound,—well.
Bass. May you stead me I Will you pleasure me?

Shall I know your answer?
Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months,

and Antonio bound.
Bass. Your answer to that t

Shy. Antonio is a good man.
Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the

contrary ?
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Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ;—mj* meaning in saying
he is a good man, is to have you understand me,
th^t he is sufficient : yet his means are in supposi-
tion : he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another
to the Indies ; I understand moreover upon the
Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for En-
gland, and other ventures he hatli, squander'd,
abroad : But ships are but boards, sailors but men;
there be land-rats, and water-rats, water-thieves,
and land-thieves

; I mean, pirates ; and then, there
is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks : The man
is, uotwithstandiug, sufficient ;—three thousand
ducats; I think, I may take his bond.

Bass. Be assured you may.
SHt/. I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may

be assured, I will bethink me ; may I speak ivith
Antonio ?

Bass. If it please you to dine with us.
Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habitation

which your prophet, the Nazavite, conjured the
devil into : I will buy with you, sell with you,
talk with you, walk with you, and so following ;
but I T/ill not eat with you, drink with you, nor
pray with you. What news on the Rialto!—Who
is he comes here ?

Enter ANTONIO.
Bass. This is signior Antonio.
Shy. [-^ijrfe.] How like a fawning publican he

looks !

I hate him for he is a christian :

But more, for that, in low simplicity,
He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
If I can catch him once upon the hip,
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails.

Even there where merchants most do congregate.
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift.

Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe.
If I forgive him !

Bass. Shylock, do you hear?
Shy. I am debating of my present store

;

And, by the near guess of my memoi-y,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross
Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ?

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe.
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Will furnish me : But soft; How many months
Do you desire?—Kest you fair, good signior;

[To ^ntoniv.
Your worship was the last man in our mouths.

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow,
By taking, nor by giving of excess,
"Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend,
I'll break a custom:—Is he yet possessed.
How much you would ?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant, And for three months.
Shy. I liad forgot,—three months, you told me so.

Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, But hear
you

;

Methought, you said, you neither lend, nor bon-ow,
Upon advantage.
Ant. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban*s sheep.
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,)

The third possessor
; ay, he was the third.

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest ?
Shy. No, not take interest ; not, as you would say.

Directly interest : mark what Jacob did.
When Laban and himself were compromisMr
That all the eanlings which were streak'd, and pied.

Should fall as Jacob's hire ; the ewes, being rank.
In the end of autumn turned to the ram's :

And whau the work of generation was
Between these woolly breeders in the act,

The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wands.
And, in the doing of the deed of kind.
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes

;

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's.
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest

;

And thrift is blessing,, if men steal it not.

Ant. This was a venture, sir. that Jacob serv'd for,

A thing not in his power to bring to pass.
But sway'd, and fashioned, by the hand of heaven.
W^as this inserted to make interest good ?

Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ?

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast :—
But note me, signior.

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio,
The devil can cite scripture for his purpose.
An evil soul, producing holy witnessy
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Is like a villain with a smiling cheek
;

A goodly apple rotten at the heart

;

0, what a goodly outside falsehood hath T

Shy. Three thousand ducats,
—

'tis a good round
sum.

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate.

y^nt. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to yool
Shy. Signior Antonio^ many a time and oft

In the Rialto you have rated me
About my monies, and my usances :

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug;
For sufferance is the badge of aVl our tribe :

You call me—misbeliever, cut-throat dog.
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine,
And all fur use of that which is mine own,
Well then, it now appears, you need my help :

Go to then
;
you come to me, and you say,

Shyhck, we would have monie.'i ; You say so j

Yon, that did void your rheimi upon my beard.
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold ; monies is your suit.

What should I say to you? Should I not say.

Hath a dog money ? is it possible

A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key.

With 'bated breath, and whispering humbleness.
Say this,

Fair sir, you spit on me on fVedne^sday last
;

You spurn'd me such a day ; another time

You call'd me—dog ; andfor these courtesies

I'll lend you thus much monies.

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again.

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends ; (for when did friendsliip take

A breed of barren metal of his friend ?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy

;

Who if he break, thou may'st with better face

Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm

!

I would be friends with you, and have your love,

Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with.

Supply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me :

This is kind I offer.

Ant. This were kindness.
Shy. This kindness will I show :—
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Go with me to a notary, seal me there
Your single bond; and, in a merry sport.
If you repay me not on such a day.
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are
Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit
Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me.
Ant. Content, in faith ; I'll seal to such a bond,

And say, there is much kindness in the Jew.
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me,

I'll rather dwell in my necessity.
Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it

;

Within these two mouths, that's a month before
This bond expires, I do expect return
Of thrice three times the value of this bond.
Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christians are;

Whose own hard dealings teaches thera suspect
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this

;

If he should break his day, what should I gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man.
Is not so estimable, profitable neither.
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say,
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship :

If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu
;

And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not.

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond.
Sky. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's

;

Give him direction for this merry bond.
And I will go and purse the ducats straight;
See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently
I will be with you. \_Exit.

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew.
This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind.

Bass. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.
Ant, Come on ; in this there can be no dismay.

My ships come home a month before the day.
\_Eifeunt.

ACT II. SCENE I.

Belmont. A room in Portia's house.

Fhurisli of comets. E7iter the Prince of Morocco,
and his Train; PORTIA, NERISSA, and other

of her Attendants.

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion.
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The shadow'd lively of tlie burnish'd sun.

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.

Bring me the fairest creature northward born.

Where Phcebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles.

And let us make incision for your love,

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine

Hath fear'd the valiant
;
by my love, I swear.

The best-regarded virgins of our clime

Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue.

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.

Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes :

Besides, the lottery of my destiny

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing :

But, if my father had not scanted me,

And hedg'd me by his will, to yield myself

His wife, who wins me by that means I told you.

Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair.

As any comer I have look'd on yet,

For my affection.

Mor. Even for that I thank you ;

Therefore, I pray yon, lead me to the caskets.

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,

—

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince.

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,

—

I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look.

Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth.

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear.

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady : But, alas the while !

If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw

May turn by fortune from the weaker hand :

So is Alcides beaten by his page

;

And so may I, blind fortune leading me.

Miss that, which one unworthier may attain,

And die with grieving.

Por, You must take your chance ;

And eithei- not attempt to choose at all,

Or swear, before you choose,—if you choose wrong,

Never to speak to lady afterward

In way of marriage : therefore be advised.

Mor. Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my
chance

.

Por. First, forward to the temple ; after dimier

Your hazard shall be made.
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Good fortune then ! \_Corneti
To make me blest, or curaed'at among men.

\Extiint.

SCENE II.

^'enire. A street.

Enter LAUNCELOT GOBBO.
Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to

run from this Jew, my master: The fiend is atmme elbow
; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo,

Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gabho, or
good Launcelot Gobbo, use your tegs, take the start,
run away : My conscience says,—no ; ia/ce heed ho-
nest Launcelot ; take heed, honeH Gobbo

; or, as
aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not run-
scorn running with thy heels : Well, the most cou-
rageous fiend bids me pack ; via / says the fiend

;away / says the fiend, /or the heavens ; rouse up a
Oraoe mmd, says the fiend, and run. Well, my
conscience, hanging about the neck of my heart,
says very wisely to me,— honest friend Launce-
lot, being an honest man's son,—or rather an honest
woman s son ;—for, indeed, my father did ^oms-
thing smack, something grow to^ he had a kind of
taste ;—well, my conscience says, Launcelot, budge
not; budge, says the fiend; Sudffe not, says my
conscience

: Conscience, say I, yo'u counsel well

;

fiend, say I, you counsel well: to be ruled by my
conscience, I should stay ivith the Jew my master,
who, (God bless thamark!) is a kind of devil;
and, to run away from the Jew. I should be ruled
by the fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the
devil himself : Certainly,, the Jew is the very devil
incarnation

;
and, in my conscience, my conscience

IS but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel
me to stay with the Jew : The fiend gives the more
friendly counsel : I wUl run, fiend

;
my heels are

at your commandment, I will run.

Enter old GOBBO, with a baaket.

Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you:
which IS the way to master Jew's ?

Laun. [Aside.] O heavens, this is my true be-
gotten father

! who, being more than sand-blind,
high-gravel blind, knows me not :—I will try con-
clusions with him.
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iGob. Master, young gentleman, I pray you, which
is the way to master Jew's ?

Lfiun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next
' turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your

left; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no
' hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew's house.

I

Gob. By God's sonties, 'twill be a hard way to

hit. Can you tell me, whether one Launcelot, that
dwells with him, dwell with him, or no ? V

' Luttn. Talk you of young master Launcel()T;?

—

Mark me now
;

\_aside.'\ now will I raise the waters

:

—Talk you of young master Launcelot?
Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son ; his

father, though I say it, is an lionest exceeding poor
man, and, God be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we
talk of young master Launcelot.

Gob. Vour worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir.

Laun. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo, I be-

seech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot?
Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership.

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of mas-
ter Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman (ac-

cording to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings,

the sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is,

indeed, deceased ; or, as you would say, in plain

terms, gone to heaven.
Gob. Marry, God forbid I the boy was the very

staff of my age, my very prop.

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post,

a staflf, or a prop ?—Do you know me, father?

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gea»
tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, (God
rest his soul!) alive, or dead?
Laun. Do you not know me, father?

Qob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, Iknow you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you
' might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father,

\ that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will

tell you news of your son : Give me your blessing:

truth will come to light ; murder cannot be hid

long, a man's son may
;
but, in the end, truth will

out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; I am sure, you
are not Launcelot, my boy.
Laun. Pray ypu, let's have no more fooling about

it, but give me your blessing; I am Lauacelot, yoiu:
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boy that was, your son that is, your child that
shall be.

Gob. I cannot think, you are my son.

Lnuu. I know not what I shall think of that:
but I am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and, I am sure,

Margery, your wife, is my mother.
Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I'll be sworn,

if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and
blood. Lord worshipp'd might he be ! what a beard
hast thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy chin,

than Dobbin my thill-horse has on his tail.

Laun. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tail

grows backward ; I am sure be had more hair on liis

tail, than I have on my face, when I last saw him.
Gob. Lord, how art thou changed! How dost

thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him a
present ; How 'gree you now ?

Laun. Well, well ; but, for mine own part, as I
have set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest

till I have run some ground : my master's a very
Jew ; Give him a present ! give him a halter : I am
famish'd in his service

;
you may tell every finger

1 have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are

come ;
give me your present to one master Ba:>sanio,

who, indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if I serve not
him, I will run as far as God has any ground —

O

rare fortune ! here comes the man ;—to him, father;

for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer.

Enter BASSANIO, with LEONARDO, and other

Followers.

Bass. You may do so ;
—^but let it be so hasted,

that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the

clock : See these letters delivered
;
put the liveries

to making; and desire Gratiano to come anon to

my lodging. [^Eait a Servant.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God bless your worship !

Bass. Gramercy ; Would'st thou aught with me?
Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy,
Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's man;

that would, sir, as my father shall specify,

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would
say, to serve

Laun. Indeed the short and the long is, I serve

the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shall

specify,—
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Gob. His master and he, (saving your worship's
[reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins :

,

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my
father, being I hope an old mau, shall frutify unto
jou,

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would
bestow upon your worship; and my suit is,

Luun. In vary brief, the suit is impertinent to
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest
old man

;
and, though I say it, though old man,

yet, poor man, my father.
Bass. One speak for both ;—What would you ?

I

Laun. Serve you, sir.

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir.
Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain'd thy

I suit:

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day.
And hath prefen-'d thee, if it be preferment,

I

To leave a rich Jew's service, to become
The follower of so poor a gentleman.
Laun. The old proverb is very well parted be-

tween my master Shylock and you, sir; you have
the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough.
Bass. Thou speak'st it well : Go, father, with thy

son ;

—

Take leave of thy old master, and inquire
My lodging out : Give him a livei-y

[7& his Followers.
More guarded than his fellows : See it done.

)
Laun. Father, in :—I cannot get a service, no

;
I have ne'er a tongue in my head.—Well

; {Looking
on his pahn;'] if any man in Italy have a fairer table,
which doth offer to swear upon a book.—I shall
have good fortune; Go to, here's a simple line of
life ! here's a small trifle of wives : Alas, fifteea
[wives is nothing; eleven widows, and nine maids,
is a simple coming-in for one man : and then, to
'scape drowning thrice ; and to be in peril of my
life with the edge of a feather-bed ;—here are simple
'scapes ! Well, if fortune be a woman, she's a
good wench for this gear.—Father, come ; I'll take
my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye.

[Eizeunt Launcelot and old Gobho.
.
Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this

i
iThese things being brought and orderly bestow'd,
jEetuTB in haste, for I do feast to-night

I
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My best-esteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein.

Enter GRATIANO.
Gra. Where is your master ?

Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks.
\^Ea-it Leonardo.

Gra. Signior Bassanio,

Bass. Gratiano !

Gra. I have a swit to you.

Bass. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. You must not deny me ; I must go with

yon to Belmont.
Bass. Why, then you must;—But hear thee,

Gratiano

;

Th«u art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice

-

Parts, that become thee happily enough.

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults
;

But where thou art not known, why, there they show-

Something too liberal ;—pray thee, take pain

To allay with some cold drops of modesty

Thy skipping spirit; lestjlhrough thy wild behaviour,

I be misconstrued in the place I go to.

And lose my hopes.
Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me :

If I do not put on a sober habit.

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely
;

Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes

Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen

;

Use all the observance of civility,

Like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please his grandam, never trust me more.

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not

gage me
By what we do to-mght

Bass. No, that were pity;

I would entreat you rather to put on

Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends,

That purpose merriment : But fare you well,

I have some business.

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest

;

Bu.t ,we will visit you at supper-time. ,
[^Eaeunt.
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SCENE III.

The same. A room in Shr/lock's house.

Enter JESSICA and LAUNCELOT.
Jes. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so

;

Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil.

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness :

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee.

And, Launeelot, soon at supper shalt thou see

Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest

:

Give him this letter ; do it secretly.

And so farewell ; I would not have my father

See me talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu !—tears exhibit my tongue.

—

Most beautiful pagan,—most sweet Jew ! If a
Christian did not play the Itnave, and get thee, I

am much deceived : But, adieu! these foolish drops

do somewhat drown my manly spirit ; adieu !

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot.

—

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me.
To be asham'd to be my father's child !

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo,
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ;

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. \_Ea'U.

SCENE IV.

7'he same. A street.

Enter GRATIANO, LORENZO, SALARINO,
and SALANIO.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time ;

Disguise us at my lodging, and return

All in an hour.
Gra. W^e have not made good preparation.

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers.

Solan . 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order'd;

And better, in my mind, not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four a'clock ; we have two hours

To furnish us :
—

Enter LAUNCELOT, with a letter.

Friend Launcelot, what's the news ?

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this,,

it shall seem to signify.
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Lor. I know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair handj'i

And whiter than the paper, it writ on,
(

Is the fair hand, that writ. i

Gra. Love-news, in faith,

Laun. By yonr leave, sir.

Lor. Whither goest thou ?

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew
to sup to-night with ray new master the Christian.

Lor. Hold here, take this :—tell gentle Jessica,

I will not fail her ;—speak it privately ; go.

—

Gentlemen, {^Eait Lnuncelot. '

"Will you prepare you for this masque to-night?
I am provided of a torch-bearer.

Salar. Ay> marry, 1*11 be gone about it straight.

Salan. And so will I.

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano,

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence.
Salar. 'Tis good we do so.

[Saeunt Salar. and Salan.

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica?

Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath directed.

How I shall take her from her father's house
;

What gold, and jewels, she is furnish'd with ;

What page's sait she hath in readiness.

If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven.
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake :

And never dare misfortune cross her foot.

Unless she do it under this excuse,—
That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me; peruse this, as thou goest:

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. lEAmnt.

SCENE V.

The same. Before Sht/lock's house.

Enter SHYLOCK and LAUNCELOT.
Sh^. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy

judge.
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :—
What, Jessica!—thou shalt not gormandize,
As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica!—
And sleep and snore, and rend appar»l out
Why, Jessica, I say !

Laun. Why, Jessica!
Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee call.

Laun. Your worship was woat to tell me, I could
do nothing without bidding.
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Enter JESSICA.
Jes, Call you ? "What is your will ?

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica

;

There are my keys :—But wherefore should I go?'

I am not bid for love
;
they flatter me ;

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian.—Jessica, my girl,

Look to my house :—I am right loath to go ;

There is some ill a brewing towards my rest.

For I did dream of money-bags to-night.

Luun. I beseech you, sir, go
;
my young master

doth expect your reproach.
Shy. So do I his-

Laun. And they have conspired together,—I will

not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do^

then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a

bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i'the

morning, falling out that year on Ash-wednesday
was four year in the afternoon.

Shy. What ! are there masques? Hear you me,
Jessica :

Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum.
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife.

Clamber not you up to the casements then,

Nor thrust your head into the public street,

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces :

But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements ;,

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter

My sober house.—By Jacob's staff I swear,

I have no mind of feasting forth to-uight

:

But I will go.—Go you before me, sirrah ;

I

Say, I will come.
J Laun. I will go before, sir.—

-

i
Mistress, look out at window, for all this ;

' There will come a Christian by.

Will be worth a Jewess'.eye. \_Ea.'it Laun.

Sky. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha ?

Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress ;
no-

thing else.

Shy. The patch is hind enough ; but ahuge feeder^.

Snail-slow m profit, and he sleeps by day

More than the wild eat ; drones hive not with me ;

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one, that I would have him help to waetQ'

His borrow'd purse.—Well, Jessica, go in-j.

Perhaps, I will return immediately
;

Doj as I bid you>
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Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find
;

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. lE,z'it.
Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not crost,

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. \Ex'it.

SCENE VI.

Tht same.

Enter GRATIANO and SALARINO, masqued.

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo
Desir'd us to make stand.

Salar. His hour is almost past.
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour.

For lovers ever run before the clock.
Salar. O, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly

To seal love's bonds new made, than they are wont,
To keep obliged faith unforfeited

!

Gra. That ever holds : AVho riseth from a feast,
VVith that keen appetite that he sits down ?

VVhere is the horse, that doth untread again
His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them first? All things, that are.
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd.
How like a younker, or a prodigal.
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,
Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind

!

How like the prodigal doth she return
;With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails,

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind !'

Enter LORENZO.
Salar. Here comes Lorenzo ;—more of this here-

after.

Lor S weet friends, your patience formylong abode;
Not I, but my affair?, have made you wait;
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives,
I'll watch as long for you then,—Approach

;

Here dwells my father Jew :—Ho ! who's within.

Enter JESSICA above, in boy's clothes.

Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty.
Albeit I'll swear, that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.
Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed

;

For who love I so much ? And now who knows^
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?
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Lor. Heaven, and thy ttougbts, are witness that

thou art.

Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains.

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me.

For I am much asham'd of my exchange :

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see

The pi-etty follies that themselves commit

;

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush

To see me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer.

Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames ?

They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light.

Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love ;

And I should be obscured.

Lot. So are you, sweet,

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy-

But come at once ;

For the close night doth play the runaway.

And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast.

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself

With some more ducats, and be with you straight.

from above.

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew-

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily :

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ;

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true
;

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself;

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true.

Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter JESSICA, below.

What, art thou come?—On, gentlemen, away ;

Our masquing mates by this time for us stay.
_

\^E,vH uiith Jessica and i^utarino.

Enter ANTONIO.
^nt. Who's there ?

Gra. Signior Antonio ?

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano ! where are all the rest!

*Tis nine o' clock ; our friends all stay for you

No masque to night ; the wind is come about,

Bassanio presently will go aboard :

I have sent twenty out to seek for you.

Gra. I am glad on't ; I desire no more delight.

Than to be under sail, and gone tornight. {Exeunt.
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SCENE VII.

Belmont. A Toem in Portia's house.

Flourish^ of Cornets. Enter PORTIA, with the
Prince of Morocco, and both their Trains.

Por. Go, draw aside tlie curtains, and discover
I he several caskets to this noble prince :—Nmv make your choice.

first.of gold,who this inscription bears;—
^^ho choosetk me, shall gain what many men desire
ihe second, silver, which this promise carries;—
/TAo chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves
ihis third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt:—
^ho chooseth me, muat give and hazard all he hath.How sliall I know if I do choose the right ?
Por. The one of them contains my picture, prince

It you choose that, then f am yours withal.
Mor. Some god direct my judgment! Let me see,

1 will survey the inscriptions back againWhat says this leaden casket?mw chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath.Must give—For what? for lead? hazard for lead'
1 his casket threatens : Men, that hazard all.Do It in hope of fair advantages :

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross
;

t'l^" nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead.
What says the silver, with her virgia hue ?
^Pho chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves
As much as he deserves ?—Pause there, Mororco,And weigh thy value with an even hand :

It thou be'st rated by thy estimation,
ThoK dost deserve enough ; and yet enough
May not extend so far as to the lady

;And yet to be afeard of my deserving.
Were but a weak disabling of myself.
As much as I deserve !—Why, that's the lady

:

J do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes.
In graces, and in qualities of breeding;
But more than these, in love I do deserve.
What if I stray'd no further, but chose here ?—
Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold :

i^ho chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire.Why, that's the lady ; all the world desires her :trom the four corners of the earth they come,

4'u u shrine, this mortal breathing saint.
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds
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Of wide Arabia, ave as through-tares now,

For princes to come view fair Portia :

The watry kingdom, whose amhitious head

Soils in the face of heaven, is no bar

to stop the foreign spirits ; but they come.

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly picture.

I5"t like, that lead contains her ? 'Twere damnation

! To think so base a thought ; it were too gross

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave.

I Or shall I think, in silver she's immur d,

I Being ten times undervalued to try d gold '.

0 siiTful thought! Never so rich a gem

Was set in worse than gold. The, have in England

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold ; but that's insculp d upon .

But here an angel in a golden bed

Lies all within.-Deliver me the key

;

Hprp do I choose, and thrive I as 1 may!

Ar Therc^ake it,-prince, and ifmy form lie there.

Then I am yours. [He unlocks the lolien casket.

Mor O Kell! what have we here?

A carrion death, within whose eranty eye

Then, is a ^vritten scroll! I'll rea<t the wntmg.

All that glisters is not t;old.

Often have you heurd that told

:

Many a man his life hath sold

But my outside to behold:

Gilded tombs do worms infold.

Had you been us wise as bold.

Young in limbs, in judgment old.

Your answer had not been inscroj d:

Fare you vxll i
your suit is cold.

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost

:

Then, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost.—

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev d a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus losers part.

_ Po^. \ gentle riddance: Draw the curtams.

Let all of his complexion choose me so.

SCENE \in.
Venice. A street.

Enter SALARINO and SALANIO.

Sattn. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail

;
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With him is Gratiano gone alon" -

*,'P. I sure. Lorenzo is not.
Aa?»».Thev>lIamJew with outcries rais'd the duke-

sTtoT He"" ''"i^
B«ss>nio's ship

BuTSp„ ,h
"^y""" the ship was tinder sail:But there the d,iie was given to understand,

1 nat m a gondola were seen together
Jjorenzo and his amorous Jessica •

Besides, Antonio certify'd the dukeThey were not with Bassanio in his' shipAalm. I never heard a passion so confGs'd.So strange, outrageous, and so variable,
as the dog Jew did utter in the streets :

Justice ! the law .' my ducats ana my daughter •

^ sealed hag, tu>o seated bags of ducats,
^

Of double ducats, stol'n from me by my daughter >

itoin"''
"°° "T"- ""' pectus IZnes,

W° I
""Vkten-Justicel find the girl '

'

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats J

cr|^;Lrso^L:\'is^s-"htrn"4'^^^

T /"'"''.J • „ Marry, well remember'd-I reason-d with a Frenchman yesterday •

Who told me,—in the naiTow seas, that partThe French and English, there miscarrieSA vessel of our country, richly fraught
I thought upon Antonio, when he told me;And wish d in silence, that it were not his.

Y^f" . ZT'^,"^}" ""Antonio whatyou hear:ret do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.

I «,„ H f feads not the earth.i saw Bassanio and Antonio part •

Bassamo told him, he would make some speedOf his return
; he answer'd—ZIo not so,

^

R„; f ""''"'''''"^/or my sake, Bassanio,
.Sa( .««y the very riping of the time;^nd for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me,
J-et It not enter in your ,nind of love

:

^'"^l"'"' 'rnployyour chiefest thoughtslo courtship, and such fair ostents of love^s shall conveniently become you there:And even there, his eye being big with tears,
i mmng his face, he put his hand behind him.
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And with affection wondrous sensible

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so ihey parted-

Salan. I think, he only loves the world for him.

I pray thee, let us ^o, and find him out.

And quicken his embraced heaviness

With some delight or other.

Salar. Do we so. [Eaeunt,

SCENE IX.

Belmont. A room in Portia's house.

Enter NERISSA, with a Servant.

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain

straight

;

The prince of Arra^on hath ta'en his oath.

And comes to his election presently.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince of .tarragon,

PORTIA, and their Trains.

Par. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince:

If you choose that wherein I am contain'd.

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd

;

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord.

You must be gone from hence immediately.

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three things:

First, never to unfold to any one

Which casket 'twas I chose
;
next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ;
lastly.

If I do fail in fortune of my choice,

Immediately to leave you and begone.

Par. To these injunctions every one doth swear.

That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Ar. And so have I address'd me ; Fortune now
To my heart's hope!—Gold, silver, and base lead.

fFho chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath:

You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard.

What says the golden chest? hat let me see :

PFho chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire.

What many men desire.—That many may be meant

By the fool multitude, that choose by show.

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach

;

Which pries not to theinterior, but, like the martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward wall.

Even in the force and road of casualty .

I will not choose what many men deaire,_
_

Because I will not jump with common spirits.
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And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.
Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house
Tell me once more what title dost ihou bear :

'

IVho choosetk me, shall get as much as he deserves •

And well said too ; For who shall go about
*

To cozen fortune, and be honourable
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume
To wear an undeserved dignity.
O, that estates, degrees, and offices.
Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer !

How many then should cover, that stand bare ?How many be commanded, that command?
How much low peasantry would then be glean'd
From the true seed of honour ? and how much honour
Pick'd from the chaif and ruin of the times.
To be new varnisb'd ? Well, but to my choice :

fVAo choosetk me, shall get as much us he deserves :

I will assume desert Give me a key for this,
And instantly unlock my fortunes here.

For. Too long a pause for that, which you find
there.

^r. What's here ? the portrait of a blinking idiot.
Presenting me a schedule ? I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia!
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings !

'

fV/'O chooseth me, shall have as much ees fie deserves.
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head ?

Is that my prize? are my deserts no better?
Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices.

And of opposed natures.
^r. What is here ?

Thejire seven times tried this;

Seven times tried that judgment is^

That did nei^er choose amiss :

Some there be, tktit shadows kiss

:

Such have but a shadow's bliss

There be fools alive, I wis,

Silver'd o'er; and so was this.

Take what wife you will to bed,
J will ever be your head:
So begone, sir, you are sped.

Still more fool I shall appear
By the time I linger here :

With one fooPs head I came to woo,
But I go away with two.—
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Sweet, adieu ! I'll Iteep my oath.

Patiently to bear my wroth.
lEaeunt Arragon, and Train,

Pvr. Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth.

O these deliberate fools I when they do choose.

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy ,

—

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny.

{ Par, Come, draw the curtam, Ncnssa.

Enter a Servant,

Serv, Where is my lady !

Pgy_ Here ; what would my lord ?

Sere. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one, that comes before

To signify the approaching of his lord ;

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets ;

To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath.

Gifts of rich value ;
yet I have not seen

So liliely an embassador of love ;

A day in April never came so sweet.

To show how costly summer was at hand,

Ab this fore-spurrer comes before his lord.

Par. No more, I pray thee ; I am halt afeard.

Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee.

Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praismg him.—

Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see

Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly.

Ner, Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it be !

\_Exeunt,

ACT III. SCENE I.

^'enice, A street.

Enter SALANIO and SALARINO.

Salan, Now, what news on the Rialto ?

Salar, Why, yet it lives there nncheck d, that

Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck d on the

narrow seas : the Goodwins, I tHnk they call the

place : a very dangerous flat, and fata], where the

iarcasses of many a tall ship lie buried, as they

say, if my gossip report be an honest woman ot

her word.
Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in

that, as ever knapp'd ginger, or inade her neigh-

hours believe she wept for the death ol a tniru

husband: But it is true,—without any slips ot
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fwlT' plain high-way of talk,-that the good Antomo, the honest Antonio, lo

ooS,pa„;fJ
""'"'^ "> ''"'P -ame

Sa/ar. Come, the full stop.

• ^i'"!'
—I'-hat say'st thou '—Why the end

IS, he hath lost a ship.
'

I would it might prove the end of his lossesiAoto. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil

of a jTw.-"''"'
""^ """^ '"""""^^

^a/«r SHYLOCK.
How now.Shylock? what news among the merchants?My. You knew, none so well, none so well asyou, of my daughter's flight.

iiifar. That's certain; I, for my part, knew thetaabr that made tlje wings she flew'lithal
'

And Shylock, for his own part, knew theb.rd was fledg'd
; and then it is the oomple«ion ofthem all to leave the dam.

ompiexion ot

S^j/. She is damn'd for it.

« 'iJ'""'' °?'^°' " "ay be her iudgc.Mt/- My own flesh and blood to rebel '

°

Aalan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these
years ?

fj; ^4^^' "J" "ny flesh and blood.
Aalar. Ihere is more difference between thy flesh

Zt • 5""^° i" ™y ; "«>«> be-tween your bloods, than there is between red wineand rhemsh :---But tell us, do you hear whetherAntomo have had any loss at sea or no »

54y There I have another bad match : a bankrupt,a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on tk^nialto i—a. beggar, that used to come so smug uponthe mart ;-let him look to his bond : he wai wontto call me usurer ;-let him look to his bond- hewas wont to lend money for a ChrisUan courtesy;—let him look to his bond '

Salar- Why I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wiltnot take his flesh
; What's that good for ?

^uJ""-, °i, " "-i" feed nothing

tT feed my revenge. He hath disgracedme, and hindered me of haff a million; laughed at

Jhwlrf "'"t"^ ' "J' S"'""' n-y nation,towaned my bargains, cooled my friends, heatednme enemies; and what's his reason! I am a
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Jew : Hatb not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew hands,
organs, dimensions, senses, aiFections, passions ?

fed with the same food, hurt with the same wea-
pons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the

same means, warmed and cooled by the same
winter and summer, as a Christian is ? If yoa
prick us, do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we

j
not laugh ? if you poison us, do we not die ? and if

' you wrong us, shall we not revenge? if we are like

you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If

a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility ?

revenge : If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should
his sufferance be by Christian example ? why, re-

Tenge. The villany, you teach me, I will execute;

and it shall go hard, but I will better the instruction.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his

house, and desires to speak with you both.

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him.

' ^n^er TUBAL.
' Salan. Here comes another of the tribe; a third

cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn

Jew.
{Exeunt Salanio, Salarino, and Servant.

Shy. How now. Tubal, what news from Genoa?
hast thou found my daughter ?

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but

eannot find her.

Shi/. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort !

The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I

never felt it till now :—two thousand ducats in that;

and other precious, precious jewels.—I would my
daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in

her ear! 'would she were hears'd at my foot, and

the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ?—Why,
so :—and I know not what's spent in the search :

Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so

much, and so much to find the thief; and no satis-

faction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring, but

what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs, but o' my
breathing; no tears, but o*my shedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too : Antonio,,

as I heard in Genoa,

—

Shp. What, what, what! ill lack, ill luck?
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Tub. —hath an argosy cast away, coming from
Tripoli s.

Shy. I thank God, I thank God :—Is it true ? is
it true ?

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that
escaped the wreck.

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal;—Good news,
good news: ha! ha!—Where? in Genoa?

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard,
one night, fourscore ducats.

Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me:. 1 shall
never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a
sitting ! fourscore ducats

!

Tab. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot
choose but break.

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; I'll
torture him ; I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he
had of your daughter for a monkey.

Shy. Out upon her 1 Thou torfurest me, Tubal:
it was my turquoise ; I had it of Leah, when I

was a bachelor : I would not have given it for a
wilderness of monkies.

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true : Go,

Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight
before : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit

;

for were he out of Venice, I can make what mer-
chandize I will : Go, go. Tubal, and meet me at
our synagogue

; go, good Tubal ; at our syna<^ogae,
*"bal. [Ek'eunt.

SCENE ir.

Belmont. A room, in. Portia's house.

Eater BASSANIO, PORTIA, GRATIANO, NE-
RISSA, and Attendants. The caskets are set mt.
Por. I pray you, tarry

; pause a day or two.
Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong,
I lose your company; therefore, forbear a while :

There's something tells me, (but it is not love,)
1 would not lose you ; and you know yourself.
Hate counsels not in such a quality :

But lest you should not understand me well,
CAnd yet a maiden hath no tongue but though.t,>
I would detain you here some mouth or two>
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( Before you venture for me. I could teach you,
I

How to choose right, but then I am forsworn

;

So will I never be : so may you miss me ;

I

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin,

I That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes.
They have o'er-loolc'd me, and divided me

;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,——
Mine oivn, I would say ; but if mine, then yours.
And so all yours : O ! these nautfhty times
Put bars between the owners and their rights ;

And so, though yours, not yours.—Prove it so.

Let fortune go to hell for it,—not I.

I speak too long; but *tis to peize the time
j

To eke it, and to draw it out at length.

To stay you from election.

Bass. Let me choose
;

For, as I am, I live upon the rack.

Por, Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust.
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love.

' There may as well be amity and life

"Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

Por. Ay, but, I fear, you speak upon the rack.

Where men enforced do speak any thing.

Boss. Promise me life, and 1*11 confess the truth.

Por. Well then, confess, and live.

Bass. Confess, and love.

Had been the very sum of my confession

:

O happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me answers for deliverance

!

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por. Away then : I am lock'd in one of them
;

If you do love me, you will find me out.

—

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof.—
Let musick sound, while he doth make his choice

;

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan- like end.
Fading in musick : that the comparison
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream,.

And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win ;

And what is musick then ? then musick is

Even as the flourish, when true subjects bow
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is,

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day,

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear.

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes.

With no less presence, but with much more love.
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Than yoimg Alcides, when he did redeem
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice.
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives.
With bleared visages, come forth to view
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules !

jLive thou, I live :—With much much more dismay
I view the fight, than thou that mak'st the fray.

Mustek, whilst BASSANIO comments on the caskets
to himself.

SONG.
1. Tell me, where is fancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head?
How begot, how nourished ^

2. It is engender'd in the eyes.
With gazing fed ; and fancy dies
In the cradle where it lies :

Let us all ring fancy's knell

;

1*11 begin it, Ding, dong, bell.
AU. Ding, dong, bell,

Bass.—So may the outward shows be least them-
selves

;

The world is still deceiv'd with ornament.
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt.
But, being season'd with a gracious voice,,

Obscnres the show of evil ? In religion',

What damned error, but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text.
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament?
There is no vice so simple, but assumes
Some marlc of virtue on its outward parts.
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars;
Who, inward search'd, have livers white as milk!
And these assume but valour's excrement,
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight;
Which therein works a miracle in nature,
Making them lightest that wear most of it

:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks.
Which make such wanton gambols with the wiml.
Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a secoud head.
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The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre.
Thus ornament is but the gulled shore
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf
VeUing an Indian beauty ; in a word,
The seeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold.
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee:
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead.
Which rather threat'nest, than doth promise aught.
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence.
And here choose I

; Joy be the consequence !

Por. How all the other passions fleet to air.
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair.
And shudd'ring fear and green-ey'd jealousy !

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy.
In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess

;

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less.
For fear I surfeit

!

Bass. What find I hereT
{^Opening the leaden casket.

Fair Portia's counterfeit? What demi-god
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ?

Or wliether, riding on the balls of mine.
Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips.
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar
Should sunder such sweet friends ! Here in her

hairs
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men.
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : But her eyes.
How could he see to do tliem ? having made one,
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his.
And leave itself unfurniah^d : Yet look, how far
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow
Doth limp behind the substance.—Here's the scroll.
The contment and summary of my fortune.

You that choose not by the view.
Chance as fair, and choose as true /
Since this fortune falls to you.
Be content, and seek no new.
Jf you be well pleas'd with this,

^nd hold your fortune for your bliss.

Turn you where your lady is,

j^nd claim her with a loving kits.
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A gentle scroll;—Fair lady, by your leave;
^Kissing her,

I come by note, to give, and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize,

That tbinks he hath done well in people's eyes,
Hearing applause, and universal shout.

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt
Whether those peals of praise be his or no

;

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so

;

As doubtful whether what I see be true.

Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you.
Por. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand.

Such as I am : though, for my self alone,

I would not be ambitious in my wish^
To wish myself much better

;
yet, for you,

I would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times
More rich

;

That only to stand high on your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.

Exceed account: but the full sum of me
Is sum of something

;
which, to term in gross.

Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd :

Happy in this, she is not yet so old

But she may learn ; and happier than this.

She is not bred so dull but she can learn
;

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed.

As from her lord,"her governor, her king.

Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours
Is now converted : but now I was the lord

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants.

Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now.
This house, these servants, and this same myselfj

Are yours, ray lord ; I give them with this ring
;

Which when you part from, lose, or give away,
Let it presage the ruin of your love.

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.
Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words,

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins :

And there is such confusion in my powers,
As, after some oration fairly spoke
By a beloved prince, there doth appear
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ;

Where every something, being blent together.

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy,
Express'd, and not exprees'd : But when this ring
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\ Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence

:

0, then be bold to say, Bassanio's dead.
Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time,

I That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper,

I

'
t^ood joy. n>y lord, and lady !

1 Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,
.

I wish you all the joy that you caii wish
;

Fer I am sure, you can wish none from me

:

And, when your honours mean to solemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you.
Even at that time I may be married too.
Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wjfg.

I I thank your lordship
;
you have got meon.e.My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours :

*

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid
;

^ ou lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there

;And so did mine too, as the matter falls

:

For wooing here, until I sweat again
;

,

And swearing, till my very roof was dry
I With oaths of love ; at last>—if promise last,—

I got a promise of tliis fair one here.
To have her love, provided that your fortune
Achieved her mistress,

j

^of"- Is this true, Nerissa ?

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal.
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith?
Gra. -Yes, 'faith, my lord.
Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your

marriage

.

Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy for a
thousand ducats.
Ner. What, and stake down 1

Gra. No ; We shall ne'er win at that sport, and
stake down.

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ?
What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio?

Enter LORENZO, JESSICA, and SALERIO.
Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither

;

If that the youth of my new interest here
Have power to bid you welcome:—By your leave.
I bid my very friends and countrymen.
Sweet Portia, welcome.
^0^' So do I, my lord ;

They are entirely welcome.
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Lor. I thank your honour :—Formypart, my lord,

My pui-pose was not to have seen you here ;

But meeting with Salerio by the way.
He did entreat me, past all saying nay.

To come with him along.

Sale. I did, my lord,

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio
Commends him to you. \_Givcs Bastanio a letter.

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sfile. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind;
Nor well, unless in mind ; his letter there

Will show you his estate.

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' stranger ; bid her wel-

come.
Your hand, Salerio ; What's the news from Venice /

How doth that royal merchant, good Aatonio ?

I know he will be glad of our success

;

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece.

Sale. 'Would you had won the fleece that he

hath lost

!

Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon
same paper,

That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek :

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world

Could turn so much the constitution

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ?—
With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself.

And I must freely have the half of any thing

That this same paper brings you.
Bass.

" O sweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words.
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady,

When I did first impart my love to you,

I freely told you all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ;

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady,

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see

How much I was a braggart : When I told you

My state was nothing, I should then have told yon

That I was worse than nothing
; for, indeed,

T have engag'd myself to a dear friend,

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy.
To feed my mearis. Here is a letter, lady

;

The paper as the body of my friend,

And every word in it a gaping wound.
Issuing life-blood.—But is it true, Salerio?
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Have all his ventures fail'd ? What, not one hit ?

From TripoliSj from Mexico, and England,
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India?
And not one vessel 'scape the di'eadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks T

Sfile. Not one, my lord.
Besides, it should appear, that if he had
The present money to discharge the Jew,
He would not take it : Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the shape of man.
So keen and p;reedy to confound a man :

He plies the duke at morning, and at night

;

And doth impeach the freedom of the state,

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants.
The duke himselfj and the magnificoes
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him

;

But none can drive him from the envious plea
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him
swear.

To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen.
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh.

Than twenty times the value of the sum
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord,
If law, authority, and power deny not.

It will go hard with poor Antonio.
Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in

trouble ?

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man,
The best condition'd and unwearied spirit

In doing courtesies ; and one, in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears
Than any that draws breath in Italy.

Por, What sum owes he the Jew?
Bass, For me, three thousand ducats.
Por. What, no more ?

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond

:

Double six thousand, and then treble that.
Before a friend of this description
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault.

First, go with me to chui-ch, and call me wife ;

And then away to Venice to your friend

;

For never shall you lie by Portia's side
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold
To pay the petty debt twenty times over

;

When it is paid, bring your true friend along

:

My maid Nerisea, and myself, mean time.
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Will live as maids and widows. Come, away

;

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day :

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer;
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.—
But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. [Reads] Sweet Bnssanio, my ships have all

miscarried, my creditors groic cruel, my estate is

very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and since,

in paying it, it is impossible I should live, all debts

are cleared between you and I, if I might but see

you at my death : notwithstanding, use your pleasure :

ifyour love do not persuade you to come,, let not my
letter.

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone.
Bass, Since I have your good leave to go a,way^

I will make haste : but, till I come again,

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay.

No rest be ii^tenposer 'tiyixt us twajn. \_Ea'eunt-

SCENE nr.

yenice. A street-.

Enter SHYLOCK, SALANIO, ANTONIO, afl,rf

Gaoler.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him ;—Tell not me of
mercy ;—

This is the fool that lent out money gratis ;
—

Gaoler, look to him.
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shyiock,

Shy. I'll have my bond; speak not against my bondj

1 have sworp an oath, that I will have my bond :

Thou call'dst me dog, before thou had'st a cause

:

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs :

The duke shall grant me justice.—I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that th.ou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his request.

Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak.

Shy. I'll have m,y bond ; T will not hear thee speak*.

I'll have my bond; and therefore speak no more.
I'll not be made a soft and duU-ey'd fool^

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield

To christian intercessors. Follow not;

I'll have no speaking ; I will have my bond.
[Ea-it Shyloch.

Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur,

Thaf ever kept with men.
^/it. Let him alone

^
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I I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers.

He seelcs my life ; his reason well I know
;

I I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures

I

Many, that have at times made moan to me
;

' Therefore he hates me.

I

Salan. I am sure, the duke
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

j^ni. The duke cannot deny the course of law
;

For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, if it be denied.
Will much impeach the justice of the state

;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go :

These griefs and losses have so 'bated me.
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh

To-niorrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on Pray God, Bassanio come
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not

!

\_Ea-eunt.

SCENE IV.

Belmont. A room in Portia's house.

Enter PORTIA, NERISSA, LORENZO,
JESSICA, and BALTHAZAR.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence,
You have a noble and a true conceit
Of god-like amity

; which appears most strongly
In bearing thus the absence of your lord.
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour.
How true a gentleman you send relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,
I know, you would be prouder of the work.
Than customary bounty can enforce you.

I

Por. I never did repent for doing good,
I

Nor shall not now : for in companions

I

That do converse and waste the time together,
i Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love.

There must be needs a like proportion
Of lineaments,, of manners, and of spirit

;

Which rhakes me think, that this Antonio,.
Being the bosom lover of my lord, ^'

I

Must needs be like my lord : If it be so,
I How little is the cost I have bestow'd,.

In purchasing the semblance of my soul
From out the state of hellish cruelty?
TM^ eomes tpo neqr the praising of myself j
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Therefore, no more of it : hear other things,

—

Lorenzo, I commit into yonr hands
The husbandry and manage of my house.
Until my lord's return r for mme own part,.

I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow^
To live in prayer and contemplation.
Only attended by Nerissa here.

Until her husband and my lord's return ;

There is a monastery two miles off.

And there we will abide. I do desire you,
Not to deny this imposition

;

The which my love, and some necessity.

Now lays upon you.
Lor. Madam, with all my heart;-

I shall obey you in all fair commands.
For. My people do already know my mind.

And will acltnowledge you and Jessica

In place of lord Bassanio and myself.

So fare you well, till we shall meet again.

Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hourSj attend on
you !

Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content.

Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well

pleas'd
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.

—

\Exeu7it Jessica and Lorenzo,

Now, Balthazar,
As I have ever found thee honest, true,

So let me find thee still : Take this same letter.

And use thou all the endeavour of a man.
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this

Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario
;

And,Iook,what notes and garments he doth give thee.

Bring them, I pi-ay thee, with imagin'd speed
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry.

Which trades to Venice :—waste no time in words.
But get thee gone : I shall be there before thee.

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient speed,
{Exit.

Pot. Come on, Nerissa ; T have work in hand.
That you yet know not of : we'll see our husbands,
Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they see us ?

Par. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit,

1'hat they shall think we are accomplished
With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager.
When we are both acoouter'd like young men.
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I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two,
And wear my dagger with the braver grace

;

And speak, between the change of man and boy,.
With a reed voice ; and turn two raincing steps
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays.
Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies,.

How honourable ladies sought my love,

Which I denying, they fell sick and died
;

I could not do with all ;—then I'll repent,
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them ;

And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell,

That men shall swear, I have discontinued school
Above a twelvemonth :

—

I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,
Which I will practise.

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men 7
Por. Fie ! what a question's that.

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter?
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device.

When I am in my coach, which stays for us
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away.
For we must measure twenty miles to-day.

The same. A garden.

Enter LAUNCELOT and JESSICA.
Laun. Yes, truly :—for, look you, the sins of the

father are to be laid upon the children ; therefore,

I promise you, T fear you. I was always plain with
^ou, and so now I speak my agitation of the matter:
rherefore, be of good choor

;
for, truly, I think, you

are damn'd. There is but one hope in it that can
no you any good ; and that is but a kind of bastard
hope neither.

>/es. And what hope is that, I pray thee?
Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your

father got you not, that you are not the Jew's
daughter.

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ;

so the sins of my mother should be visited upon me.
Laun . Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by

father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother : well,

you are gone both ways.
Jts. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath

made me a Christian.

SCENE V-
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Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were
Christians enough before ; e'en as many as could
well live, one by another : This making of Christians
will raise the price of hogs ; if we grow all lo be
pork-eaters, we shall not shortly haye a rasl^er oa
the coals for iponey.

Entef LORENZO.
Jts, I'll tell my husbandj Launcelot, what you

gay ; here he comes.
Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Laun-

celot, if you thus get my wife into corners.
c/es. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; Laun-

celot and I areovt: he tells me flatly, there is no
mercy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew's
daughter : and he says, you are no fjood member
of the commonwealth; for, in converting Jews to
Christians, you raise the price of pork.

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common--
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's
belly : the Moor is with child hy you, Launcelot.

Laun, It is much, that the Moor should be more
than reason : but if she be less than an honest
woman, she is, indeed, more than I took her for.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! I

think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into
silence ; and discourse gi-ow commendable in none
gnly but parrots,—Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare
for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir
;
they have all stomachs.

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you!
then bid them prepare dinner.
Laun. That is done too, sir; only, cover is th§

word.
Lor. Will yon cover then, sir?

Laun. Not so,_ neither ; 1 know niy duty.
Zor. Yet more quarreling with occasion! "Wilt

thou show the -vhole wealth of thy wit in an in-t

stant ? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his
plain meaning : go to thy fellows ; bid them cover
the table, serve in the meat, and we will come in
to dinner.

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in;
for the meat, sir, it shall he covered ; for your
coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours
and conceits shall govern. [^Exit Launcelot.

liUr, 0 dear discretion^ how Jiis wor4s are swite4j
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Tlje fool hath planted in his memory
An army of good words; And I do know
A many fools, that stand in better place,
Gamish'd like him, that fur a tricksy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thouj Jessica?
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,
How doyt thou like the lord Bassanio's ivif«?

I

Jes. Past all expressing : It is very meet,
. The lord Bassanio live an upright life

;

I
For, having s-jch a, blessing in hjs lady,

' He finds the joys of lieaven here on earth
;

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it

Is i;eason he. sKould never come to heaven.
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly

match,
And on the wager lay two earthly women.
And Portia one, there mu3t be something else
Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow,

Lor. Even such a husband
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife.

t/es. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.
Lor. 1 will anou

;
first, let us go to dinner.

Jes, Nay, let me praise you, while I have a
stomach

.

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk
;

Then^ howso.e'er thou speak'st, 'mong other things
I shall digest it.

•^es. Well„ I'll s.et you forth. ^Ea eunU

ACT IV. SCENE I.

f^enice. A court ofyiisUce.

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes ; ANTONIO.
BASSANIO. GRATIANO, SALARINO, SA-
LANIO, and others.

Duke. What, is Antonio here ?

Ant. Ready, so please your grace.
Duke. I a«i, soi:ry for thee; thou, ai-t coma to

answer
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.
Ant. I have heard.

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate.
And that fto lawful means caa carry me
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Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose
My patience to Hs fury ; and am aiin'd
To suiFer, with a quietness of spirit,

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jeiv into the court.

Salan. He's ready at the door: he comes, my
lord.

Enter SHYLOCK.
Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our

face.

—

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too,

That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thought,
Thou'lt show thy mercy, and remorse, more strange
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty :

And where thou now exact'st the penalty,

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,)

Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture.

But touch'd with human gentleness and love.

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses.

That have of late so huddled on his back
;

Enough to press a royal merchant down.
And pluck commiseration of his state

From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint.

From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd

To offices of tender courtesy.

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.
Shy. T have possessed your grace of what I pur-

pose ;

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn.
To have the due and forfeit of my bond :

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom.
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have

A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive

Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that

:

But, say, it is my humour ; Is it answer'd?
"What if my house be troubled with a rat.

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats

To have it baned? What, are you answer'd yet?

Some men there are, lova not a gaping pig
;

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i' the nose.

Cannot contain their urine; For affection.

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood
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Of what it likes, or loaths : Now, for your answer:
As there is no firm reason to be render'd,
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig

;

Why he, a harmless necessary cat

;

Why he, a swollen bag-pipe ; but of force

Must yield to such inevitable shame.
As to offend, himself being offended

;

So can I give no reason, nor I will not,

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing,

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus
A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd ?

Bass, This is no answer, thou unfeeling man^
To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

Sill/. I am not bound to please thee with my
answer.

Bass, Do all men kill the things, they do not
love ?

Shy. Hates any man the thing, he would not kill?

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first.

S/it/. What, would'at thou have a serpent sting
thee twice ?

j^nt. I pray you, think you question with the Jew:
You may as well go stand upon the beach,
And bid the main flood bate his usual height

;

You may as well use question with the wolf.
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb;
You may as well forbid the mountain pines
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise.
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven

;

You may as well do any thing most hard.
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder ?)
His Jewish heart:—Therefore. I do beseech you.
Make no more offers, use no further means,
But, with all brief and plain conveniency.
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six.

Sht/. If every ducat in six thousand ducats
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,
I would not draw them, I would have my bond.
Duke. How shalt thou liope for mercy, rend'ring

none ?

Shj/. What judgment shall I dread, doing no
wrong t

You have am»ng you many a purchas'd slave.
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules.
You use in abject and in. slavish parts,
^cause you bought them :—ShaU I say to you.
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JLet them be free, many them to your heirs ?

Why sweat they under burdejis T let their beds
jBe made as soft as yours, and let their palates

'Be season'd with such viands ? You will answer^
The slaves are ours :—So do I answer you :

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him.

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it :

If you deny me, fie upon your law !

There is no force in the decrees of Venice :

I stand for judgment: answer ; shall I have it?

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court.

Unless Bellario, a teamed doctor.

Whom I have sent for to detennine this.

Come here to-day.
Salar. My lord, here stays without

A messenger with letters from the doctor.

New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters ;

Call the messenger.

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man! cou-

rage yet

!

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all,

iEre thou sbalt lose for me one drop of blood.

^nt. I am a tainted wether of the flock,

Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit

Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me :

You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio,

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

Enter NERISSA, dressed like a lawyer's derk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ?

Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your
grace. ^Presents a letter.

Bass. Why dost rfiou whet thy knife so earnestly?

Shy. To cut the ' forfeiture from that bankru^^t

there.

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew,

Thou mak'st thy knife keen :'but no metal can.

No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenness

Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ?

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make.
Gra. Of be thou damn'd, inexorable dog !

And for thy life let justice be accus'd.

Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,
That souls of animals infuse themselves
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit

GfeVem'd a^ivolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter,
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Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet.
And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam
Infus'd Itself In thee ; for thy desires
Ai-e wolfish, bloody, starved, and ravenous.
Shy. Till thou can'st rail the seal from off my

bona,
Thou but ofFend'st thy lungs to speaV so loud
Repair thy wit, geod youth, or it will falj
To cureless ruin.— 1 stand here for law.
Dute. This letter from Bellario doth commend

A young and learned doctor to our court:—
Where is he ?

Ner. He attendeth here hard by.
To know your answer, whether you'll admit him.
Buke. With all my heart :—some three or four

of you,
Go give him courteous conduct to this place.—
Mean time, the court shall hear Bellario's letter.

[Clerk reads.] Your grace shali understand, that,

I

receipt of your letter, I am very sick: but in
the instant that your messenger came, in loving

I visitation was with me a young doctor of Rome, his
name is Balthasnr: I acquainted Mm with the cause
in controrersy between the Jew and Antonio the
merchant: we turn'd o'er many books together: he is
furnish'd with my opinion

;
which, bettered with his

own learning, {the greatness whereof I cannot enough
commend,) comes with him, at my importunity, to fill
up your grace's request in my stead. I beseech you,
let his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack
tt reverend estimation

; for I neiter knew so young a
body with so old a head. I leave him to your gracious
acceptance, whose trial shall better puSltsh his com-
mendation.

Duke. You hear the leam'd Bellario, what he
writes :

And here, I talte it, is the doctor con^e.

—

j

Enter PORTIA, dressed like a doctor of laws.

I Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario?

I

Por. I did, my lord.

puke. You are welcome : take your place.
I Are you acquainted with the difference

I

That holds this present question in the court?
;

Por. I am informed throughly of the cause,
i Which is the merchant here, and which the Jaw?
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Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth.

Par. Is your name Shylock ?

gfijj^ Shyloclc is my name.

For. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ^

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law

'Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.

—

You stand within his danger^ do you not 7

[2"o Anionv}.

Ant. Ay, so he says.
, ^ j ,

Pfyf^ Do you confess the bond;

AnU I do.
, , V T 1

Par, Then must the Jew be merciful.

Shy. On what compulsion must 1 ? tell me that.

Par. The quality of mercy is not strain'd
;

it droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven

Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd ;

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes;

-^Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes

The throned monarch better than his crown

:

-His sceptre shows the force of temporal power.

The attribute to awe and majestyj

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kmgs

;

But mercy is above this sceptre'd sway,

Jt is enthroned in the hearts of kings.

It is an attribute to God himself;

And earthly power doth then show likest trotl s,

When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,

Though justice be thy plea, consider this,

—

That, in the course of iustice, none of us

Should see salvation -. we do pray for mercy ;

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render

'l"he deeds of merey. I have spoke thus much.

To mitigate the justice of thy plea;
_

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice

Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law,

Tlie penalty and forfeit of my bond.

Por Is he not able to discharge the money r

Buss. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice,

i will be bound to pay it ten times o'er,

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart

:

If this will not suffice, it must appear.

That malice bears down truth. And 1 beseech you.

Wrest once the law to your authority :

To do a gi-eat right, do a little wrong ;

And curb this cruel devil of his will.
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1 For. It must not be ; there is no power in Veoice
I

Can alter a decree established

:

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And many an error, by the same example,
Will rush into the state : it cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment!—yea, a
Daniel !

—

O wise young judt^e, how do I honour thee!
Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.
Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is.

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money ofFer'd
thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven;
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ?

No, not for Venice.
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit

:

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off

Nearest the merchant's heart :—Re merciful;
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond.

Sky. When it is paid according to the tenour.—
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge

;

You know the law, your exposition
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law^
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar.
Proceed to judgment : By ray soul I swear,
There is no power ia the tongue of man
To alter me : I stay here on my bond.

.tint. Most heartily I do beseech the court
To give the judgment.

Por. Why then, thus it is.

You must prepare your Itosom for his knife.
Sky. O noble judge ! O escellent young man !

Por. For the intent and purpose of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty.
Which here appeareth due upon the bond.

Sky. 'Tis very true : O wise and upright judge !

How much more elder art thou thau thy looks !

Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom.
Sky. Ay, his breast'

So says the bond ;—Doth it not, noble judge ?

—

Nearest his heart, those are the very -words.
Por. It is so. Are there balance here, to waigli

The flesh ?

Shy. 1 have them ready.
Por, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your

chargCj

43



266 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act 4.

To stop Ms wounds, lest he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond?
Por. It is not so express'd ; But what of that?

'Twere good yon do so much for charity.

Ski/. 1 cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond.

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say?

.^nt. But little; I am arm'd, and well pre-

par'd.

—

Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well

!

Grieve not, that I am fallen to this for you
;

For herein fortune shows herself more kind

Than is her custom : it is still her use.

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth.

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,

An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance

Of such a misery doth she cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife :

Tell her the process of Antonio's end.

Say how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death ;

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge.

Whether Bassanio had not once a love.

Repent not you, that you shall lose your friend,

And he repents not, that he pays your debt

;

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough,

I'll pay it instantly with all my heart.

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife.

Which is as dear to me as life itself;

But life itself, my wife, and all the world.

Are not with me esteem'd above thy life :

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks tor

that.

If she were by, to hear you make the otter.

Grn. I have a wife, whom I protest, I love ;

I would she were in heaven, so she could

Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back
;

The wish would make else an unquiet house.

SAy. These be the christian husbands : I have a

daughter ;

'Would any of the stock of Barrabas

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian !

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence.

Por, A pound of that same merchant's flesh Ja

thine

;
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The court awards it, and the law doth elTe it

.5*11. Most rightful judge !

Por. And you mustcutthis flesh from offhis breast;
ihe law allows it, and the court awards it.
Shy. Most learned judge !—A sentence; come,

prepare.

'""'•J' ^ ;—there is something else.—
1 his bond doth give thee here no jot of blood
1 he words expressly are, a pound' of flesh ;

Take then thy bond, tale thou thy pound of flesh •

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and Boods
Are, by the laws of Venice, conKscate
Unto the state of Venice.

Gra. O upright judge !—Mark, Jew !—O learned
judge!

S/tt/. Is that the law?

„ ,
Thyself Shalt see the act

:

ror, as thou urgest justice, be assured.
Thou Shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st.

Orra. O learned judge!—Mark, Jew !—a learned
judge

!

SJoo I take this offer then ;—pay the bond thrice.And let the Christian go.

„ , ,
Here is the money.

Por. Soft! '

The Jew shall have aHjustice soft !—no haste:—
ne shall have nothing but the penalty.

Or<i. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge !

/'or. Iherefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh.
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more.
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tah'st more.
Or less, than a just pound,—be it but so much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance.
Or the division of the twentieth part
Of one poor scruple

;
nay, if the scale do turn

Uut m the estimation of a hair,

—

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.
Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Je%v i

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.
Par. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy forfeiture !

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.
Bass. I have. it ready for thee ; here it is.
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court;

He shall have merely justice, and his bond.
Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel !—

I fhank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word,
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Skv. Shall I not have barely my principal ?

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture

To be so taken at thy perilj Je*.

5/jy. Why then the devil give him good of it!

1*11 stay no longer question.

Por. Tari-y, Jew

;

The law hath yet another hold ou you.

It is enacted in the laws of Venice,

—

If it be prov'd against an alien,

That by direct, or indirect, attempts

He seek the life of any citizen.

The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrire,

Shall seize one half his goods } the other half

Comes to the privy coffer of the state ;

And the offender's life lies in the mercy

Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice.

In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st

.

For it appears by manifest proceeding,

That, indirectly, and directly too,

Thou hast contriv'd against the very life

Of the defendant ; and thou hast iucurv'd

The danger formerly by me rehears'd.

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke.

Gra. Beg, that thou may'st have leave to hang

thyself

:

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state.

Thou hast not left the value pf a cord
;

Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's charge.

Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of our

spirit,

I pardon thee thy life, before thou ask it :

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's
;

The other half comes to the general state.

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine.

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio.

Sky. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that

:

You take my house, when you do take the prop,

That doth sustain my house
;
you take my life.

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ?

Gra. A halter gratis
;

nothing else ; for God's

Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court,

To quit the fine for one half of his goods

;

I am content, so he will let me have

The other half in use,--to render it.

Upon his death, unto the gentleman.
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r That lately stole his daughter

:

I
Two things provided more,—That, for this favour.
He presently become a Christian

;

!

The other, that he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd,
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter.
Duke. He shall do this ; or else 1 do recant

The pardon, that I late pronounced here.
Por, Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou say ?

Shy. I am content.
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.
Sky. I pray you give me leave to go from hence

;

I am not well ; send the deed after me,
1 And I will sign it.

I

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god-
fathers

;

Had I been judge, thou should'st have had ten more.
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

\E.vit Slwlock.
t Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner.

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon
;

I must aivay this night toward Padua,
And it is meet I presently set forth.
Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you not

.

Antonio, gratify this gentleman

;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.
{Exeunt Duke, Magnijicoes, and I'rain.

Bass. Most worthy gentlemen, I and my friend
Have by your -wisdom been this day acquitted
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof.
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

ylnt. And stand indebted, over and above,
In love and service to you evermore.

Por. He is well paid, that is well satisfied
;

And I- delivering you, am satisfied,
And therein do account myself well paid;
My mind was never yet more mercenary.
I pray you, know me, when we meet again;
I wish you well, and so I take my leave.
Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you further

j

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute.
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you.
Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Por. You press me far, and therefore I will yield,
. Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake

;
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And, for youv love, I'll take this ring from you :

—

Do not draw back your haiid ; I'll take no more
;

And you in love shall not deny me this.

Basf. This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifle;

I will not shame myself to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing else but only this i

And now, methinks, I have a mi^ to it.

Bass. There's more depends otMis, than on the

value . llr
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it out by pi'oelamation :

Only for this. I pray you pardon me.
Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers :

You taught me first to beg ; and now, methinks,

"You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd.

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my
wife

;

And, when she put it on, she made me vow,

That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it.

Por. That 'scuse serves many men to save their

gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad woman.
And know how well I have deserv'd this ring.

She would not hold out enemy for ever.

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you !

[Ba'eunt Partia and Nerissa.

Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ;

Let his deservings, and my love withal.

Be valued 'gainst your wife's commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him,

Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou can'st.

Unto Antonio's house :—away, make haste.

\_Ea-it Gratiana.

Come, you and I will thither presently
;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont: Come, Antonio. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

The same. A street.

Enter PORTIA and NERISSA.

Por. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him thig

deed,
And let him sign it • we'll away to night,

And be a day before our husbands home :

'jrjjis deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo,
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Enter GRATIANO.
Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken :

My lord Bassanio, upon more advice,
Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat
Your company at dinner,
Por. That cannot be :

This ring I do accept most thankfully,
And so, I pray you, tell him : Furthermore,
I pray you show my youth old Shylock's house.
Gra. That will I do.
Ner. Sir, I would speak with you :

—

I'll see if I can get my husband's ring, [To Portia,
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever.
Por. Thou may'st, I warrant ; We shall have

old swearing,
That they did gire the rings away to men

;

But we'll outface them, and outswear them too.

Away, make haste ; thou know'st where I will
tarry.

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this
house? {Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

Belmont. Avenue to Portia's house.

Enter LORENZO a«rf JESSICA.
Lor. The moon shines bright:—In such a night

as this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,
And they did make no noise ; in such a night,
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wails,
And sigh'd his soul towkrd the Grecian tents.
Where Cressid lay that night.

Jes. In such a night
Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew:
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself.
And ran dismay'd away.

Lor. In such a night
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love
To come again to Carthage.

•Jes. In such a night
Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs.
That did renew old ^son.

Lot. In such a night
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew :
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And with an unthrift love did run from Venice,

As far as Belmont.
Jes. And in such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well
j

Stealing; her soul with many vows of faith,

And ne'er a true one.

Lor. And in such a night

Did pretty Jessica, lite a little shrew.

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes. I would out-night you, did nobody come :

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter STEPHANO.
Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night?

Stepk. A friend.

Lor. A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray
you, friend ?

Stepli. Stephkno is my name ; and I bring word,

My mistress will before the break of day
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about

By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her?

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.

I pray you, is my master yet return'd ?

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from
him.

—

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica,

And ceremoniously let us prepare

Some welcome for the mistress of the house.

Enter LAUNCELOT.
Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola!

Lor. Who calls ?

Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and
mistress Lorenzo ! sola, sola !

Lor. Leave hollaing, man ; here.

Laun. Sola! where? where?
Lor. Here.
Laun. Tell him, there's a post come fi-om my

master, with his horn full of good news ;
my mas-

ter will be here ere morning. \_Exit.

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their

coming.
And yet no matter:—Why should we go in?
My friend Stephfino, si^iify, I pray you,

"Within the house, your mistress is at hand ;
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And bring your musick forth into the air,

—

[Eaie Stephana.
How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank !

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night.
Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Sit, Jessica : Look, how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold

;

Tiiere's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st^
But in his motion like an angel sings.
Still. quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins :

Such harmony is in immortal souls
;

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.—

Enter Musicians.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn
;

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear.
And draw her home wilh musick.

Jts. I am never merry, wlien I hear sweet
m'lsick. \^Musick.

l,or. The reason is, your spirits are attentive :

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.
Or race of youlhful and unhandled colts,
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing

loud.
Which is the hot condition of their blood.
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound.
Or any air of musick touch their ears,
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand.
Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze.
By the sweet power of musick: Therefore, the

poet
Did feign, that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and

floods

;

Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage.
But musick for the time doth change his nature :

The man, that hath no musick in himself.
Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds.
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils

;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus :

Let no such man be trusted.—Mark the inusick.

Enter PORTIA and NERISSA, at a distance.

Pot. That light, we see, is burning in my hall.
How far that little candle throws his beams ,
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So shines a good deed in a naughty wovld.

Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the

candle.
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less

:

A substitute shines brightly as a king.

Until a king be by ; and then his state

Empties itself, as doth an inland brook

Into the main of waters. Musick ! hark !

Ner. It is your musick, madam, of the house.

P'ir. Nothing is good, I see, without respect;

Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day.

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam.
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark,

When neither is attended ; and, I think,

The nightingale, if she should sing by day,

When every goose is cackling, would be thought

No bettev a musician than the wren.

How many things by season season'd are

To their right praise, and true perfection !

—

Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion,
And would not be awak'd ! [Musick ceases.

j^Qf, That is the voice.

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia.

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the

cuckoo.

By the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.

Por. We have been praying for our husbands*

welfare.

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.

Are they returned?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet

;

But there is come a messenger before.

To signify their coming.
Pqy_ Go in, Nerissa,

Give order to my servants, that they take

No note at all of our being absent hence

Nor you, Lorenzo ;—Jessica, nor you.
\_A tucket sounds.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his

trumpet

:

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not.

Por. This night, methinks, is but the daylight

sick.

It looks a little paler ; 'tis a day.

Such as the day is, when the sun is hid.
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Enttr BASSANIO, ANTONIO, GRATIANO,
and their Followers.

Bass. AVe should hold day with the Antipodes^
If you would walk in absence of the sun.

Pot. Let me give light, but let me not be light;
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband.
And never be Bfissanio so for me

;

But God sort all !—You are welcome home, mv
lord.

'

Bass. I thank you, madam ; give welcome to- my
friend.

—

This is the man, this is Antonio,
To whom I am so infinitely bound.
Por. You should in all sense be much bound to

him.
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you,

j4nC. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house :

It must appear in other ways than words,
Therefore, \ scant this breathing courtesy.

[Gratinno and Nerissa aeem to talk apart.
Gra. By yonder moon, I swear you do ma

wrong,
111 faith, I gave it to the ludge's clerk:
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part.
Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.
Por. A quarrel, ho, already? what's the matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That she did give me ; whose posy was
For all the world, like cutler's poetry
Upon a knife. Lorn jne, and leitve me not.
Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value ?

You swore to me, when I did give it you,
That you would wear it till your hour of death ;
And that it should lie with you in your grave :

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths.
You should have been respective, and have kept it.

Gave it a judge's clerk !-^but well I know.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face, that

had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,

—

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy,
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk;
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee;
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I could not for my heart deny it liiro.

Por. Yoa were to blame, I must be plain with

you.
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift

;

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger.

And riveted so with faith unto your flesh.

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear
Never to part with it ; and here he stands;

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it.

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano,

You give your wife too unkind a cause of gi'ief

;

An 'twere to me, I should he mad at it.

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand off,

And swear, I lost the ring defending it. \_^side.

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge, that begg'd it, and, indeed,

Deserv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk.

That took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine

:

And neither man, nor master, would take aught
But the two rings.

Por. What ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me ?

Bnssi. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it ; but you see, my finger

Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone.

Pot. Even so void is your false heart of truth;

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
Until I see the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours.

Till I again see mine.
Bass. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom I gave the ring.

If you did know for whom I gave the ring.

And would conceive for what I gave the ring.

And how unwillingly I left the ring.

When nought would be accepted but the ring,

You would abate the strength of your displeasure.

Par. If you had known the virtue of the ring,

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to contain the ring.

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there so much unreasonable.

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ?

Nerissa teaches me what to believe;
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jr I'll die for't, but some woman had the rinf
\ Bass. No by mine honour, madam, by my soul.No woman had it, but a civil doctor,

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me
- And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him.And sufter'd him to go displeas'd away
\ Even he that had held up the very life

i
Of my dear frisnd. What should f say, sweet lady?
1 was enforc'd to send it after him ;

'

I was beset with shame and courtesy ;

My honour would not let ingratitude
, So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady :

: tor, by these blessed candles of the night,
I Had you been there, I think, you would have begged

I he rmg of me to give the worthy doctor.
Por. Let not thatdoctore'er come near my house •

Smce he hath got the jewel that I lov'd,
I And that which you did swear to keep for me,

1 will become as liberal as you

;

j
iiot deny him any thing I have.

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed

.

Know him I shall, I am wall sure of it :

Lie not a night from home ; watch me, like Argus •

If you do not, if 1 be left alone.
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own.

1
I II have that doctor for my bedfellow.

A'er. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis-d,
liow you do leave me to mine own protection.

hra. W ell, do you so : let me not take him then

:

for. If I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen.
^K. I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels,
/-or. *ir, grieve not you ; You are welcome not-

withstanding,
r Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong •

[

And, in the hearing of these many friends,
J swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.
Wherein I see myself,

^

, , ,
Mark you but that!

xn both my eyes he doubly sees himself 1

in each eye, one;—swear by your double self.And there's an oath of credit

T,"?'- , ,
Nay, but hear me :rardon this fault, and by my soul I swear

1 never more will break an oath with thee
yinl. I once did lend my body for his wealth;

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring,

[7'0 Pmlia.

\
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Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again.

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord

"Will never more break faith advisedly.

Por. Then you shall be his surety : Give him this

;

And bid him keep it better than the other.

y^nt. Here,loid Bassanio ; swear to keepthjsring.

B/tSS. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor!

Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio
;

For by this ring the doctor lay with me.

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano
;

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk.

In lieu of this, last night did lie with me.

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highway*:

In summer, where the ways are fair enough :

What ! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd 1 1

:

Por. Speak not so grossly.—You are all amaz'd

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure;

It comes from Padua, from Bellario :

There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor ;

Nerissa there, her clerk: Lorenzo here

Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you,

And but even now return'd ; I have not yet

Enter'd my house.—Antonio, you are welcome;

And I have better news in store for you,

Than yoa expect: uns&al this letter soon
;

There you shall find, three of your argosies

Are richly come to harbour suddenly :

You shall not know by what strange accident

I chanced on this letter.

^nt. I dumb.
Boss. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make ni;

cuckold ? , .

Ner. Ay ; but the clerk that never means to do -

Unless he live imtil he be a man.

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedtellow

When I am absent, then lie with my wifo.

^nt. Sweet lady, you have given me life, f

living ;

For here I read for certain, that my ships

Are safely come to road.

Pqj.^ How now, Lorenzo f

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and VYl give them him without a fee

There do I give to you, and Jessica,

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gjft.

After his death, of all he dies possess d ot.
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Of^sTaVv^ef - way

A,,'^"'^' . t
''^ almost momins,And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfiedOf hese events at tuU : Let us go in;And charge us there upon inlergltories,

|Aod „e w,Il answer afi thing, faithfully.

Th« L ' ^' '? intergatory,

K toV^i "I" '"i^'^' '»Aer stay:

jv\^'srri:i7v,Tar';;:tr;iit*'
)>o sore, as keeping safe Nerissa's ring! [a
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